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We Chose You 


by Arctic Vulpix 


Summary 


Pepa Madrigal often looked at her sobrinas with longing. Being unable to have her own 
children had left her and her husband feeling a sense of emptiness as the family they'd 
dreamed about seemed impossible to attain. 

Until she saw two orphans in the village who desperately needed help, who needed 
unconditional love and support. 

She couldn't get them out of her head. 


Dolores was terrified of being separated from her hermano as all prospective parents were 
turned off by his blindness. She was doing everything in her power since they were taken 
away from their abusive parents to stay with him, and it was exhausting the ten-year-old. 
Could she trust the new couple that was showing an interest in both of them? 

Or was it just another false hope? 


Notes 


This isn't related to Family in All But Blood, it's just in the same series. Hope you enjoy! 


Maybe? 


They fought a lot. And it was worse when they were drunk. By the time Dolores was five, she 
knew to stay out of the way when their voices started rising. They only turned their combined 
anger on her if she reminded them that she was there. 


Survival was the goal in this house. And Dolores had learned to be quiet and stick to the 
shadows to avoid getting hurt. She knew what to do and she slipped under their notice 
whenever she could. She was fine. 


And then Camilo was born. 


Dolores didn t know why they'd had another child. They certainly hadnt wanted her in the 
first place. Except as the occasional punching bag if she didnt get out of sight in time. The 
entire pregnancy, she’d watched with detached interest as madre glowered at her expanding 
stomach. She hadnt expected the baby to survive honestly. Not between the alcohol and the 
arguments that often turned violent 


But he did. And suddenly, Dolores couldn t be detached anymore. Not after she saw that 
innocent baby dumped in the closet because padre was out drinking and madre wanted to 
sleep. 


Dolores had been the one to sneak into the small space and take the baby to her room. She’d 
held her hermano close and quietly promised that she’d protect him, she’d keep him safe. She 
still didn t know if their parents had bothered to name him, they only ever called him ‘boy’ 
after all. She was still pretty sure that they had only come up with her name because someone 
had asked when she’d been seen with them near the house on one of the few times she'd been 
let outside. 


She’d named her hermano Camilo in their small room and finally found something that made 
her happy. 


Camilo had made her smile since the night he was born. 


Pepa listened to four-year-old Mirabel happily chatter to Julieta in the kitchen and felt that 
familiar pang in her chest. She loved her sobrinas with all her heart, they were sweet and 
lovely girls. 


But the grief over not being able to have her own niños was still a wound that ached every 
time she saw them. 


She and Felix had tried for years, while watching her hermana 5 family steadily grow, and 
they'd eventually had to accept that they wouldn't have that. That they’d never have that. 


It had been devastating and Pepa still felt like she'd failed her husband despite his 
reassurances. 


They'd both dreamed of a large family, but those dreams would forever be out of reach and 
they had to content themselves with spoiling their sobrinas rotten instead. 


It was a bad day for Pepa today, the clouds threatening above them since she woke up. Felix 
was busy with work and she wasn’t scheduled to water the fields so she was listlessly 
wandering around Casita, listening to her hermana enjoy something she desperately wanted. 


Jealousy was an ugly emotion, but she couldn’t help it. 


She loved Julieta. But she’d always had what Pepa wanted. Their mamá 5 pride, the trust and 
adoration of the village, and a family. Three darling little girls of her own. 


It hurt to forever see the ways she fell short compared to her hermana. At least in the eyes of 
their mama and the village. 


Pepa didn’t know what she would have done if she hadn’t met Felix, hadn’t met a man who 
looked at her and didn’t see a need for improvement. He loved her regardless of what she 
considered failings. 


He was without a doubt the best thing to ever happen to her. And she hated that she couldn’t 
give him the niños he wanted. No matter how often he told her that he was happy, she could 
see the longing in his eyes when he watched the little ones play. 


It was the same wistfulness she felt at the sight. 


Pepa blinked out of her melancholy thoughts when her bag was tentatively set in front of her 
on the coffee table. She’d ended up finding a seat in the sitting room after a while to mope. 
She looked up to find Bruno watching her anxiously. It was a surprise to see him. He rarely 
left his tower nowadays. 


She missed her hermanito, but he didn’t just face disappointment from the village. He faced 
hatred, and she could understand why her timid hermano would avoid that. 


Some days she didn’t want to leave her room either. And she didn't have it nearly as bad as he 
did. 


“We’re out of salt,” he mumbled, shuffling his feet anxiously. 


Pepa blinked at him slowly before looking pointedly at the salt container on the shelf. One of 
many that filled the house thanks to Julieta. 


Bruno flushed. “I can’t take Juli’s...” 
“She keeps those jars around for you,” Pepa pointed out, baffled. 


He squirmed in place. He looked tired again and she wondered if he’d struggled with visions 
last night. His control over his Gift seemed to be getting worse by the year. 


“I want different salt...” he muttered after a moment, not meeting her eyes. 


She raised an eyebrow. “Different salt.” 
He nodded. “From... the market stall.” 
“Where we get all our salt from.” 

“Tt’ll be different.” 


She huffed out a laugh. “You could just tell me that you think I need a walk Bruno,” she said 
fondly and he flushed again. 


Besides Felix, Bruno was the most aware of her good and bad days. And also good at judging 
whether she needed a cup of tea or a distraction. 


Today, he seemed to think that she needed a distraction. 
“Salt...” he mumbled. 
“PII bring you salt,” she said, standing up and pulling her bag’s strap over her head. 


He relaxed a bit, but she knew it wasn’t about the salt. He had a steady supply between the 
kitchen, Juli and his own stash. They made sure he didn’t run out since it helped his anxiety 
to toss some over his shoulder. 


He was worried about her and she pulled him into a hug, loose enough that he could pull free 
if he needed to. 


“See you later hermano,” she murmured, pressing a kiss into his hair. 
He leaned into the hug briefly before scurrying off to his tower again. 


The village called Bruno odd. But they’d just never tried to understand him. Unfortunately, 
their mama was one of those that never tried. She’d given up on Bruno a long time ago. But 
he’d always have her and Juli. 


And Mirabel adored him, following him around if she saw him outside of his room, much to 
their mama s frustration. 


She was worried that he’d be a bad influence, set a bad example. And Bruno knew what she 
thought and so had avoided his sobrinas for the most part. 


Until Mirabel. Who was damn stubborn about getting to know her reclusive Tio. Honestly, he 
didn’t stand a chance. Julieta was loving it, hopeful that Mira latching onto Bruno would 
make her other hijas look past the villagers’ words about him. 


Only time would tell. 


Pepa readjusted her bag and headed out for the market, trying to stay positive. Her thoughts 
of Mirabel had only reminded her of why she was sad today though, so it wasn’t very easy. 
Some shopping might take her mind off of things actually. She could check the clothing stalls 


before getting the salt. Maybe a visit to Felix to coax him into having lunch with her would 
help too. 


At least she had a plan beyond ‘mope’ now. 


As she walked through the village, she did her best to ignore the pitying looks the villagers 
gave her. She always got them lately. 


A hermana with three niños, a mama with triplets, and yet... she had none. 


The looks grated on her nerves and the clouds darkened again so she took a few deep breaths 
and ducked into an alley to calm herself. 


While she chanted her mantra to herself, she became aware of voices down at the end of the 
alley. 


"You really don't need to take him everywhere with you sweetheart," a woman's voice said 
sweetly. 


The answering voice was young and almost too soft for her to hear. Hesitant and clipped in a 
way that made Pepa think that she didn’t want to be speaking at all. 


"He doesn't like being alone." 
It was the defensive edge to that quiet voice that made Pepa walk closer. 


Just past the other entrance to the alley was a young girl holding a little boy's hand tightly. 
She looked about ten and he couldn't even be five yet. Maybe Mirabel’s age? 


And they definitely looked like siblings. 


There was something very wrong about the sight though. There was a woman standing with 
them and Pepa would describe her expression as pitying. Which made her bristle in offence 
for the niños. 


Sympathy she understood. Pity only felt insulting to her. 


The young girl was positioned defensively in front of the boy who was clinging to her worn 
and ill-fitting pink dress with the hand not in hers. His clothes were also baggy and old, 
possibly hand-me-downs. 


However, Pepa was alarmed to notice the blindfold wrapped around the boy's head, hiding 
his eyes from sight. 


"You're not responsible for him dear," the woman said and the girl frowned and let out a 
disagreeing sound. 


"He's mi hermano." The short, quiet response almost seemed forced out and Pepa only felt 
more concerned. 


The woman grimaced while the little boy stayed silent, pressed as close to his hermana as he 
could. 


Pepa was abruptly reminded of her own childhood, standing protectively in front of Bruno as 
he cowered away from whichever villager was angry at him currently. 


She didn’t particularly like that comparison and it worried her that the scene in front of her 
reminded her of that of all things. 


"You can leave him at the orphanage though, Dolores," the woman insisted kindly. "He's not 
very helpful to you. And he dropped the box." 


The little boy was practically trying to hide in Dolores' dress now. 


"’o ‘iento," he mumbled, voice small. He almost seemed to have trouble with the words, the 
sound clumsy on his tongue. 


"They gave Camilo a fright," Dolores defended, nudging him further behind her. "He didn't 
know they were there." 


"So it would be best if you left him behind," the woman said with a smile. 


Dolores didn't smile back. Pepa had to take a deep breath so that she didn’t thunder and give 
away her presence. 


"Cami doesn't like staying there alone," she repeated, a slight strain to her voice. "We have to 
go. Are we finished Senora?" 


She sounded perfectly polite, but firm. The woman sighed but nodded, giving the girl a few 
coins and watching her leave, clearly guiding her hermano by the hand. 


Pepa slipped out of the alley and approached the woman who was silently shaking her head. 


"Lo siento," she apologised for interrupting her. "I've never seen those niños before. Who are 
they?" 


"Oh! Hola Senora Madrigal," she greeted before sighing again. "You wouldn't have seen 
them. She avoids the busy parts of town because of her hermano. They overwhelm him 
apparently." 


Pepa frowned internally while keeping up a politely interested expression. 
"The blindfold?" 


"He's blind," she answered, volume dropping as she prepared to gossip. "It's a terrible story 
really. Their parents were horrible people. Abusive.” 


Pepa’s heart dropped at the words. Abuse wasn’t common in the Encanto, but it happened. 
Just recently Senora Guzman had left her husband for his violent behaviour, taking their hijo 
with her. 


It wasn’t unheard of, but it didn’t happen often. How hadn’t she heard about this? Was it 
recent? 


“A year ago, their padre went on a drunken rampage,” the woman told her in a hushed voice. 
“Killed his wife before turning on his niños.” 


Pepa wanted to throw up at that. What? 


“He hurt Dolores, that sweet little girl. It was horrible. And he hit the boy, Camilo, in the 
head during it all. It was bad enough to cause serious damage. Brain damage.” 


Pepa’s eyes widened in horror and there was distant thunder. The woman nodded somberly. 


“Turned the niño blind. He can’t see anything now they say. And he's not quite right now, you 
know? Can’t even speak right." 


The pity dripping off her tone only brought Pepa’s hackles up again. 


She shook her head and Pepa carefully kept her emotions under control, not even letting a 
cloud appear above her head. The weather could be blamed on her reaction to the story 
instead of partly on her annoyance with this woman. 


How could anyone do that to a niño? And he would have been, what? Three years old? And 
her last comment there... not right? It sounded... callous. Speaking about him like that. It 
rubbed Pepa the wrong way and she didn’t like the woman’s tone. 


"And Dolores is such a darling," the woman sighed regretfully. "So many families have 
wanted to adopt her. She's a lovely girl. A bit quiet, but everyone just wants to help her you 
know? But she refuses to be separated from her hermano for anything. And he's... difficult to 
take care of.” She shook her head regretfully. “She just won't listen though. She could have a 
home and a loving family. People to help her be happy again. And she could still visit him at 
the orphanage. There's no reason for them both to suffer like this. The orphanage is already 
fairly full." 


Pepa had to clamp down hard on her emotions now. Was this woman suggesting that the girl 
just abandon her hermanito at the orphanage? People didn't want to adopt him because he 
was blind? For something that wasn't his fault? 


They didn’t want him because he’d been hurt by someone? 
What was wrong with them? 


"Why does he wear the blindfold?" She asked carefully, keeping her voice even. "Is he 
sensitive to light?" He might have some vision left after all. Enough to distinguish light and 
dark maybe. 


"Oh no," she grimaced and Pepa’s heart dropped. There was something about her expression 
that made Pepa dread her answer. "His eyes are just... wrong. Very off-putting to look at." 


...fucking hell. 


Pepa managed to get through a bit more small talk before she excused herself and went 
straight back to Casita and her room, forgetting the shopping entirely. 


Her anger sent a storm racing through the enclosed space, but the Encanto was spared this 
time. 


She couldn't believe they wanted to separate siblings like that when they'd already been hurt 
enough. She would have thrown a fit at that age if someone tried to take Bruno away from 
her. Even more so if he was hurt. 


She was fervently glad that Dolores had stood her ground and not caved to the villagers 
involved. That little boy needed her judging from the way he clung to her dress today and the 
lack of support he got from everyone else. 


It sounded like they wanted to push him aside and forget about him, focus on the quiet 
hermana instead. 


It made her sick. 


Pepa dropped down onto the bed, head in her hands. How could anyone mistreat niños like 
that? They were precious gifts. Not something to abuse or dismiss. 


She covered her mouth and closed her eyes, remembering the defensive way Dolores had 
stood, holding tight to her hermano 5 hand. 


Like she was afraid of him being taken from her. 


Dios... what was wrong with these people? It didn't matter that Dolores was a lovely girl. 
That little boy was just as deserving of love as she was. And they shouldn’t think they could 
pick and choose between the siblings. 


How could anyone just... refuse to give that support and love to him as well? Just because he 
was different? Not as easy to raise as the other boys? 


Taking him in came with more challenges and that made them not even bother trying? 
Instead, just ignoring him to focus on his hermana alone. 


Pepa stared at the carpet, unable to stop thinking of the pair as she fidgeted with her braid 
anxiously. She couldn’t stop remembering the wariness and tension in the girl and the fear in 
the boy. 


Did they deal with that every day? 
She just wanted... she wished... If she could take that fear away... 
Pepa closed her eyes. 


She and Felix had spoken about adoption before, but never seriously. Her mama didn't 
approve of it for their family. Not with the magic running through their veins. It was more 
important for the magic to continue and thrive in the family she’d said. Pepa hadn’t had the 


energy to argue with her by then, worn down by years of disappointment. She’d convinced 
herself that it was okay, that her sobrinas would be enough. That she didn’t need to argue 
with her mamá. 


Again. 


Pepa knew that her mama was disappointed in her inability to give her more nietos and she 
didn't want the drama that adopting would bring from her on top of that. 


And yet... 


She sat there for hours, mind spinning in circles along with the wind in the room, until the 
door opened. 


"Pepi?" Felix asked in concern. He was home early, the bad weather outside must have grown 
worse while she’d been caught up in her thoughts. 


Pepa looked up at him as he rushed over, noticing her clear distress, fingers tangled in her 
now-messy braid. 


"Felix," she whispered as he pulled her into a safe, loving hug. 
Ay... He would make such a wonderful papa, he was so full of love. 


Why had she always let the threat of disappointment from her mama stop her from seriously 
considering this? Why had she put that over what Felix clearly wanted? Even if he wouldn’t 
say it out loud. He’d never make her choose between them. 


But... 


Her mama was already disappointed in Pepa. How could that get any worse? And why was 
she still letting that worry control her? 


"Felix," she repeated quietly and waited until he met her gaze. "I think... I think we should 
look into adoption again." 


Meeting 


Dolores was the one who got Camilo’ first smile. She was the one who heard his first word, 
who held his hand as he took his first step. She held him close at night when the darkness 
scared him and they couldn t risk light since it would draw their attention. 


She was always there. 


She’d found something worth living for at last and also something that she was terrified of 
losing. 


So she taught him everything that she’d learned the hard way. 


She taught him to be quiet, to be sneaky, to be wary of their parents. She taught him how to 
survive in this life they'd been given. 


She started to think of ways to get out of that life for the first time she could remember. For 
his sake. Because now it wasn t just her that was hiding bruises under clothing, who was 
flinching when they raised their voices. And her hermanito deserved better than this. He 
deserved the world. 


She still failed. 


She didn t find a way out before it happened. And all the things she’d taught Camilo went out 
the window that night. 


She wished he’d have stayed hidden. She wished that she’d been able to protect him like 
she’d promised. 


She wished for many things in the weeks and months that followed. But none of them came 
true. 


She didn t hear him speak for a long time after it happened. And his smiles were weak and 
uncertain now instead of blindingly bright. 


Her hermanito had always been scared of the dark. And now he had to live in it. 


And she couldnt give him any light this time. 


Dolores let out a squeak of shock when one of the caretakers suddenly swept Camilo out of 
her arms, making him yelp from fright. She’d only been distracted for a moment but it was 
enough for them to take him. 


Again. 


That’s all they seemed to want to do lately. Take her only piece of happiness away. 


Carmen gave her a disapproving look for the odd noise she made, but she couldn't help 
it. She squeaked, she hummed, she didn’t want to talk. But she still made herself force the 
words out if it meant she could stay with her hermano who everyone had given up on already. 


She never would. She wouldn’t stop until Camilo could smile and laugh like before. Until he 
felt safe again. Until he was happy again. 


The ten-year-old scrambled to her feet, eyes on her hermanito who was squirming in the 
woman's hold. He must be so confused and scared. He needed warning before they did that! 
She didn’t even say anything! Just took him away and now Camilo didn’t know what was 
going on. 


That always scared him. 
"There's a couple that wants to see you, Dolores," Carmen said firmly. 


She was the main caretaker that was assigned to them. And she really didn’t like either of 
them. 


The feeling was definitely mutual. 
"Make a good impression this time. You can't keep letting Camilo hold you back." 


She clenched her fists, knowing that the woman wouldn't give her hermano back now. No 
matter how frightened he was or how upset she was. 


She hated when they did this. 


She didn't want a new family. She just wanted Camilo safe in her arms. She just wanted to 
not feel so broken anymore. 


She wanted to remember what happiness felt like. 


"They're very important people," Carmen continued, starting to walk away while another 
caretaker, Aurelia, took Dolores' hand to lead her to the meeting room. 


She wanted to rip her hand free and run after her hermano. But she knew that would just 
result in them both getting into trouble. They punished Camilo for just about everything since 
they blamed him for her not cooperating. 


But if she cooperated, then she’d lose him forever and he’d be alone here. And she couldn’t 
let that happen. They weren’t nice to him here. 


Camilo let out a frightened whine. "lores!" He whimpered and her heart broke. 


She had to blink rapidly to keep the tears at bay. Crying never helped. It only made them 
frustrated since she wasn’t behaving like they wanted. 


She was quiet, she was polite, she was a sweet little girl. 


They said. 


She was quiet because forcing the words out made her feel sick. She was polite because 
angry adults meant bruises. She was a sweet little girl because they didn’t want to see the 
broken child under it all. 


And they kept chipping away at the pieces that were left every time they took her hermanito 
away. 


She hated it so much when they did this. She wasn't leaving Camilo here at the orphanage, no 
matter what they did. She refused to. Even if she had to be a brat again. He needed her and 
she needed him just as much. 


If she wasn’t here, they’d just lock him away somewhere to forget about. Like their parents 
tried to do the night he was born. 


She refused to let them ignore him, to pretend that it was just her. It wasn’t his fault that he 
wasn’t old enough to pretend to be okay. 


They got so mad at her when she misbehaved during the meetings, but she refused to leave 
Camilo behind. 


Never. 


"Smile, Dolores," Aurelia said as she pulled her along. "Don't pout like that. We're trying to 
help you." 


Her tone was pleading but Dolores ignored her. Why were they only trying to 'help' her? Why 
not Camilo? They only ignored her hermano and got annoyed with him. They were probably 
locking him in his room right now and he hated it there. The other boys here weren't nice to 
Camilo and he didn't even sleep there most nights since she went to sneak him back to her 
room. She didn’t trust the boys he shared a room with. They were mean and horrible to him. 


She wouldn’t leave him here alone where no one cared about him. They only saw the blind 


boy who couldn’t talk properly while Dolores saw her sweet hermano who was trying so 
hard. 


And slowly breaking under their expectations and disappointment. 


Aurelia sighed when she continued to sulk and led her into the meeting room. Dolores 
refused to look up, even as she was pushed into a seat at the table. She already knew she 
wouldn't like them. She’d decided she wouldn’t. More people who wanted the quiet little girl, 
but wouldn't even look at her blind hermano. 


She hated them already. 
"This is Dolores," Aurelia said cheerfully while she kept her gaze on her hands. 


She was bracing herself for the familiar sweet voices and insistence over how she would be 
just perfect for their family. She was preparing herself to force out words and act however she 


needed to ensure she’d stay with Camilo. 

But she got something she couldn’t have prepared herself for instead. 

"Where's her hermano?" A woman's voice asked and Dolores twitched. 

What? 

"Oh, he was put down for a nap," Aurelia answered, sounding surprised at the question. 
Dolores was too. They never asked for Cami. Not once. They tried to pretend he didn’t exist. 


She peeked up through her loose curls to look at the pair sitting across from her. The woman 
was tall with green eyes and red hair in a braid over her shoulder. Her lips were pursed in 
annoyance as she stared at Aurelia. 


The man was shorter with really curly black hair, but he seemed more relaxed than his wife. 
He was looking at their caretaker with a raised eyebrow but seemed happy to let his wife do 
the talking for now. 


"Well, what's the point of this meeting if both of them aren't here?" She asked impatiently, 
drumming her nails on the table. 


Dolores' jaw almost dropped when a cloud formed above the woman's head. 


Wait, were these people from the magical family in town? Dolores had never seen them 
before, she was rarely let out in her old home and now she barely left the orphanage because 
they kept trying to separate her from Cami. 


But she’d heard about them. Everyone had. Everyone knew about them. 
Why were the most famous people in town... here? 

With her? 

And asking for Camilo? 

"Well?" The woman asked as her Aurelia floundered. 

"I'll... I'll go fetch him," she assured quickly with a strained smile. 


Dolores watched her rush out before looking back at the couple. The woman huffed and 
muttered something while the man shook his head with a sigh. 


"I see what you mean," he murmured to his wife as he watched Aurelia leave. 
Then he turned to her with a kind smile. 


"Dolores right?" 


She nodded timidly, thrown off entirely by what the woman had said and their apparent 
annoyance with her caretaker. 


"It's nice to meet you. I'm Felix and this is-" he cut off when he turned to his wife. "Ay Pepa, 
you're clouding up," he fretted. "Are you okay?" 


"Hmm?" She looked up and huffed, waving a hand to dissipate the cloud irritably. "I'm fine. 
Just annoyed." 


Her expression softened when she looked at Dolores though. 


"Hola Dolores. I'm Pepa," she greeted gently. She sounded a lot nicer now, but not fake-nice 
like a lot of other visitors were. 


Dolores hummed in greeting, internally wincing. They said she was rude when she did that. It 
was... just easier than speaking. Talking was hard some days... most days... 


They didn't seem to get upset though. And they didn't start the meeting without Camilo, 
instead waiting for Aurelia to come back. 


Dolores tried to fight the little bit of hope that sparked in her chest. It hurt too much when 
people let her down then, deciding that her hermano wasn't worth the effort and trying to 
convince her to leave him behind like everyone else. 


Her head snapped to the side when the door opened and the caretaker who’d taken her 
hermano stepped inside with Camilo in her arms, looking perplexed. He wasn't squirming 
anymore so Carmen had probably yelled at him. Dolores knew him well enough to know 
when he was upset without him saying anything. 


"Hola," she greeted the couple cheerfully. 


Felix was studying Camilo closely now while Pepa's eyes were narrowed. Carmen still hadn't 
put her hermano down yet so Dolores knew that she was going to argue him being present. 
She shifted anxiously. She just wanted her hermanito back in her arms. 


But they never gave him back when she asked. 


"We don't normally have him in the meetings," Carmen said apologetically. "He’s very 
disruptive." 


Camilo ducked his head self-consciously. Dolores hated when they did this too. They talked 
about him like he didn't understand them, but he did! Camilo was a smart boy but they 
always treated him like he was dumb... 


"Well, we do need to get to know him, don't we?" Pepa asked dryly. 
Camilo cocked his head at the new voice but stayed still and stiff in their caretaker’s arms. 


Carmen flushed and hesitated while Dolores listened silently. Her hermano must be so 
confused about what was happening. She’d just get scolded for interrupting if she spoke up 


now though. 


"Ay, come on. You're wasting our time!" Pepa snapped, apparently losing her patience with 
y g p pp pp y g p 
Carmen. 


Felix patted her arm comfortingly and spoke calmly to the caretaker. "Señora, it's fine. We'd 
like him to be present." 


Dolores let out a quiet sigh of relief when Carmen finally put Camilo down reluctantly. She 
was upset that she just put him in the middle of the floor though. He looked lost as the 
woman sternly told him to behave himself. He didn’t even know where he was. 


"Cami," she called the moment the woman let go of his arm. It was never hard to say his 
name. That was one word that didn’t hurt at least. 


Camilo lit up in relief and happiness and ran in the direction of her voice. She had to jump 
out of her chair to stop him from running into the table and he threw his arms around her 
waist and cuddled close. 


Dolores smiled slightly, relieved to have him with her again. 


She sat down carefully, ignoring Carmen’s disapproving look as she pulled Camilo into her 
lap instead of onto the chair next to her. 


Felix thanked their caretaker but Pepa was already looking at them both now, apparently 
mentally dismissing Carmen. 


Dolores wrapped her arms tightly around her hermanito and waited to find out what would 
happen next. She still didn’t know what to think of all this. 


"Hola Camilo," Pepa greeted him just as warmly as she'd greeted Dolores. 


Camilo tilted his head again and lifted a hand to hesitantly wave in her general direction 
while he clung tightly to her dress with the other. 


Pepa smiled happily at the response, even if it was non-verbal, and Dolores relaxed a bit. 
They weren’t going to get upset if Cami didn’t want to talk? 


"My name is Pepa," she introduced herself again. "And this is my husband, Felix." 


"Hola Camilo," he greeted cheerfully and Camilo waved again, a little more confidently this 
time. 


"ola," he said quietly and Dolores was so proud. His words were getting better again. 
Carmen didn’t agree. 


"Speak clearly Camilo," she lectured and he shrank down in her arms again. 


It made Dolores mad. 


It wasn't his fault that he struggled a little. He'd been struggling since he got hit in the head. 
And he was getting better! But they made him nervous when they lectured him like this. 


She pulled him a little closer and risked a glance up at the couple to see if they agreed with 
Carmen. They were shooting annoyed looks at the caretaker instead of at Camilo though. So 
they weren’t annoyed with him? 


Felix cleared his throat. 

"Senora, maybe you could give us some privacy?" 

"Oh, I can't-" 

"Then shut up instead of interrupting our meeting. You're being very disruptive." 
Dolores was stunned. Was she... upset about how the woman was treating Cami? 
Felix put a calming hand on his wife's arm but he didn't look like he disagreed. 
The cloud was back above Pepa's head and Carmen kept glancing at it nervously. 
She nodded after a moment and almost fled the room. Was she scared of Pepa? 


Camilo squirmed in her lap like he did when he wanted to ask what was happening. But he 
was lectured for 'bothering' people whenever he did ask questions. So he'd stopped if he 
wasn't alone with her. 


She took a deep breath before forcing the words out. It didn’t matter how much she didn’t 
want to talk. For Camilo, she would. 


"They want to talk to us," She told him quietly, smoothing his hair down. 


It was getting really long now, but he never sat still for the haircuts which annoyed their 
caretakers, so they'd stopped trying. 


Dolores hesitated for a moment before speaking again. She didn't want to offend them but she 
hated when her hermano missed something because he couldn't see and no one told him. It 
wasn't fair. 


"Do you remember clouds?" She asked gently. "In the sky?" 

Camilo tilted his head as he thought before nodding slightly. 

"F’u-ffy?" He asked, the word awkward in his mouth as he struggled to recall it. 
"$i," she praised. "Senora Pepa has one above her head right now. It's very fluffy." 


Camilo perked up in interest and Dolores looked up nervously. She hoped she hadn't annoyed 
them. 


They didn't seem angry though. They looked a little... sad? Felix gave her a gentle smile 
while Pepa reached up to the cloud. Instead of waving it away though, she pulled it down. 


Which was so strange to watch. She could hold a cloud! 
"Camilo," she said and her voice was gentle. "Can you hold your hands out?" 


Dolores stared at them with wide eyes as Camilo did as asked, trusting that his hermana 
would warn him if it was dangerous. 


Pepa pressed the cloud against his palms and he gasped. 

"Sof?!" He exclaimed, immediately fascinated. 

Pepa held it in place as he felt all over the cloud, a soft smile on her face as she watched him. 
"You've got magic," Dolores whispered. 

Camilo paused to listen. 


Pepa nodded before remembering to answer out loud. Dolores was surprised she remembered 
at all. 


"Si," she told them. "My Gift is the ability to affect the weather. My emotions usually affect 
it. I was annoyed with that woman so I made a cloud." 


Dolores was surprised at her blunt honesty. 

"Why were you annoyed?" She asked quietly as Camilo went back to exploring the cloud. 
Pepa was being very patient and kept it still for him. 

"She's not very nice to Camilo, is she?" She asked softly. 

Dolores shook her head mutely. 

"Don! 'ike me," Camilo whispered. 

Felix and Pepa looked angry at that quiet response. 

"m br’ken," he added softly and Dolores made a pained noise. 

That's what the other kids called him and she hated that he believed them. 


The cloud in Camilo's hands darkened and Pepa took a deep breath to calm down. They 
looked so upset and Dolores suddenly felt like crying because someone else was angry over 
how people treated her hermano. It wasn't just her for once. 


"You are not broken," Felix said clearly, leaning forward. 


Camilo tilted his head but Pepa spoke before he could say anything. 


"Those people are very dumb," she announced, startling both of them. 
She gently took the cloud back as it got darker and Camilo pouted. 


Pepa patted his hands lightly though. "I'm very annoyed with the dumb people so my cloud 
might turn into a thundercloud. I don't want to shock you niñito." 


"Oh," he nodded in acceptance and Dolores almost did burst into tears. 


Because they always got so mad at Camilo when he reacted like that. But they never tried to 
explain like Pepa just did. Cami did listen, he wasn't dumb! He understood what she meant. 


"Dolores," Felix said gently as she pulled her hermano close to cuddle. "Are they mean to 
Camilo a lot?" 


She sniffled, blinking back tears. Did they actually care? Was it possible? 


She nodded hesitantly. "The adults get mad at him. And the other kids are mean to him." She 
hid her face in his hair. The words burned but she felt like she needed to tell these two about 
it. It felt important. "They keep trying to take him away from me." 


She heard the chair move and peered up to find that they'd both moved to crouch down next 
to her. 


"They say awful things about him," she whispered, holding her hermano tight. "And it's not 
true. Cause Cami is smart and it's not his fault that he can't see or struggles with his words a 
little. But they don't care." 


Her voice broke and tears slid down her cheeks. Camilo made an upset sound and clumsily 
reached up to wipe at her cheeks. He always knew when she was crying. 


"No c’y," he protested. 
"They shouldn't do that," Felix told her seriously. 


"They took him away earlier," she said, not able to stop now that she'd started. It had been a 
while since she’d spoken so much. "They didn't want Cami here so they took him away. He's 
my hermano! They can't take him away!" 


Camilo twisted to hug her as best he could. She knew it scared him when they took him away 
from her. Just like it scared her to have him out of her sight. 


"I just want to stay with Cami," she hiccupped. 
Felix offered her a handkerchief and she wiped at her face quickly. 
"And you want to stay with your hermana Cami?" Pepa asked gently. 


Camilo nodded immediately. "Sta' wit 'lores," he insisted. 


Pepa smiled and lightly brushed her knuckles against his cheek, drawing a sound of pleased 
surprise from him at the contact. 


"Dolores," Felix sounded so nice. "I'm sure you know why people want to meet you here, 
right?" 


She mumbled an agreement. "They want me to join their family." 
"Don' wan' me," Camilo whispered. 


The couple looked at each other. Pepa looked hopeful and smiled brilliantly when Felix 
nodded. Her cloud disappeared as the sunlight streaming through the window brightened. 


"Well, we do want you. Both of you," Felix said. “So we wanted to visit a few times, see if 
you might want to come live with us?” 


Dolores was going to cry again. 
“ake me?” Camilo asked hopefully. 
Pepa positively melted. She reached up and cupped Camilo’s cheeks with gentle hands. 


“I saw you two yesterday in town. An adorable little boy and his brave hermana.” Dolores 
flushed at the praise. “And I just knew that I wanted you both. Felix and I can’t have our own 
niños,” she explained softly as Camilo leaned into her hands. He loved physical contact and 
no one but Dolores gave it to him. “And we’ve thought about adoption before. But when I 
saw you two, I just Anew.” 


“And when I met you two, I had to agree with Pepa,” Felix added with a smile. “Can we keep 
visiting you?” 


Dolores could only nod mutely. They wanted to take both of them home? They wouldn’t try 
and split them up? She could stay with Cami, with people who didn’t treat him like he was 
stupid and in the way? 


It sounded like a dream come true. 

“And you Cami?” Pepa asked gently. “Can we keep visiting you?” 

Camilo nodded eagerly as she moved her hands away. “Nice,” he said quietly. 
Dolores had to agree. They were really nice. 

She cuddled Camilo as the couple returned to their seats. 

“We can stay for a little bit longer today. Are you okay with that?” Felix asked. 


Both of them nodded and the pair looked happy. They started asking questions and Camilo 
even started answering when he was usually too nervous around people to talk much. It was a 
good sign and Dolores wanted to cry and smile at the sight of him so lively with others. 


“How old are you?” Felix asked at one point. 
“Ten,” Dolores answered softly while Camilo held up four fingers proudly. 


“You're such a big boy,” Pepa cooed and Dolores could tell that he already liked her from his 
wide smile at the praise. 


She was excited and a little scared now. 
They’d given her hope and she didn’t want to go through having that crushed again... 


She just wanted a happy life with her hermano. Maybe... maybe they could give them that? 


Informing, Not Asking 


Dolores hadnt spoken a word since they’d been taken to the hospital. The only sound she’d 
made was screaming her head off when they tried to separate her from Cami. A doctor had to 
come in and have the nurses move an extra bed into his room so that she could stay. 


Camilo hadn t woken up at all and Dolores refused to sleep, holding his hand and watching 
him silently. 


The bandage wrapped around his head made her stomach twist in guilt. 
She should have stopped it. She’d promised to protect him. 
And she'd failed. 


He hadnt moved since that man hit him in the head and Dolores was so scared that he 
wouldn t move again. The doctor didnt seem sure if he’d ever wake up. 


She'd cried all her tears by now and all she could do was wait and hope, clinging to her 
hermano’s hand and pleading with him silently to wake up. 


The words were long since trapped in her throat. 


No one came to help them last night. So what was the point in speaking if her screams were 
ignored? 


So she waited, watching the people who came in and out warily. The only person she sort of 
trusted was their doctor who let them stay together. He seemed nice at least and didn t try 
and push her to talk. He just checked her shoulder and Camilo's head before letting her know 
if anything had changed and leaving again. 


Nothing changed. 
Until a week after it happened and Camilo stirred. 


Dolores sat bolt upright and held his hand tightly. His name was caught in her throat so she 
watched anxiously as he shifted and opened his eyes, squeezing her hand in return 
automatically. 


But something was wrong. He let out a frightened sound and Dolores felt her heart drop as 
she looked at his eyes. Something was wrong with them. And her hermano was scared, 
making quiet whimpers. 


He couldnt see her, didnt know she was there. So she forced the uncooperative words out. 


“Cami,” she whispered and he stilled, making a small, questioning noise as he clung to her 
hand even tighter. “I’m here. I’m here.” 


She climbed onto his bed and pulled him close, frightened by his silence and fear. 


The doctor later told her that the blow to his head had caused severe damage. Even that 
magic food they used in the village couldn t fix this. Nothing could. 


Camilo was blind. And nothing would fix that. 


And on top of that... he couldn t speak anymore. 


Pepa had expected that she’d need to psych herself up for this conversation, that she’d be 
nervous and fogging up the room. 


But then she thought of little Dolores and the awed, stunned look in her eyes when they 
treated her hermano with basic human decency. She thought of the way Camilo had slowly 
come out of his shell when they stayed positive and engaged with him as much as with his 
hermana. And then the blinding smile he’d given them after getting the smallest amount of 
genuine praise. 


And suddenly it was the easiest thing in the world to bring up. 
“Felix and I are going to adopt,” she stated calmly as she dished out her food onto her plate. 
There was a crash as Julieta dropped a glass in shock. 


Isabela looked surprised at the sudden statement while Luisa was distracted with helping 
Agustin wrestle the knife Mirabel somehow got a hold of out of her hand. 


Her mama levelled a disappointed look at her and Pepa braced herself for whatever she was 
about to say. 


Bruno was the first to speak in the end, still half asleep as he sipped at his coffee. It was one 
of the rare days he joined them for breakfast. 


“That time already?” he asked with faint surprise. “I thought that was next week. I could have 
sworn you just met...” 


Everyone’s heads snapped to him and Pepa snagged him by the ruana and dragged him over 
to her, making him yelp. 


m? 


“What do you mean it’s that time already?!” she demanded, voice going up a bit in pitch. 
He blinked at her rapidly, definitely more awake now. 
“I- I- My visions are always bad news Pepa!” he stuttered. “I didn’t want to jinx it!” 


The silence was heavy as Pepa stared at her hermano. 


“They’re adorable,” he offered weakly. “They make you happy.” 


She stared at him for a moment longer before she huffed. ““You’re an idiot,” she muttered 
before yanking him into a hug. 


“They’re ours?” Felix asked excitedly. He’d fallen in love with the two already just like Pepa 
had. 


Bruno squeaked and nodded frantically as his hermana nearly squeezed the life out of him. 
“Gracias,” she whispered, causing him to fall still. 


He'd been so determined to get her out of the house the other day, insistent on her going to 
the market. He'd known she'd see them. He'd pushed her in the right direction to meet those 
two. She couldn't put her gratitude for that into words properly, the emotions clogging up her 
throat. 


“Uh, de nada...” he stuttered uncertainly. He wasn’t used to this kind of reaction to his 
prophecies... 


“Pepa,” their mama said sharply and he flinched. 


Pepa didn’t wince at the tone in her voice though. She straightened up and met their mamas 
gaze head-on. 


“We’ve decided that we’re adopting,” she repeated. ““We’ve already met the niños we want to 
take in and you’re not going to change my mind.” 


The older woman opened her mouth and Pepa continued talking. 
“This is something that both Felix and I want. That will make us happy.” 
“The magic-” 


“I don’t care,” Pepa said quietly. “The magic doesn’t matter to me. I just want to make those 
two niños mine. And if you treat them badly mama,” her gaze hardened. “Then we’re gone. 
Maria and Carlos have made it more than clear that we’re welcome there, along with our 
ninos. Blood or not.” 


Julieta gasped softly while Bruno took the opportunity to flee from the tense atmosphere. Her 
mama Stared at her in shock, paler than Pepa had ever seen her after the clear threat. Then 
again, Pepa didn’t usually blatantly defy her like this. 


“We’re not doing this for the magic or the family or the Encanto. We’re doing it because we 
want ninos of our own. And I won’t allow the Miracle to stand between us and a family. 
You’ve never had a problem with adoption before, you encourage it in the village actually. 
But the moment it’s us, suddenly it’s not acceptable.” 


She shook her head and waved the cloud above her head away. 


“If they do decide to come home with us after we’ve been through the process, then you will 
not make them uncomfortable. Or we will have a problem.” 


She stood and swept out of the room with her head held high, Felix close behind her. 
She wouldn’t compromise on this. 

Behind them, they left silence until Isabela spoke up. 

“We’re getting primos?!” she asked excitedly. 


No one knew how to answer that. 


Pepa and Felix arrived at the orphanage for a second visit and her expression dared them to 
argue with her on the matter of Camilo being present again. 


She found herself smiling when Dolores walked in with her hermano securely in her arms 
though. The little girl was staring at them with stunned eyes, like she couldn’t believe they 
were back. 


“Hola ninos!” Felix greeted cheerfully. 


Camilo cocked his head in their direction with a timid smile as he must have recognised 
Felix’s voice. 


“It’s good to see you two again,” Pepa told them gently. “How are you?” 


Dolores settled down in the chair, Camilo squirming around in her lap until he was able to 
reach out and grab the table. 


“We’re fine,” she murmured in answer, half-hiding her face in her hermano 5 hair. 
“Back?” Camilo asked in a timid voice. 

“Sí,” Dolores assured him. “Pepa and Felix are back.” 

That got a bright smile from the four-year-old and Pepa could only return it. 

“We brought you two some presents today,” Felix told them, near bouncing in his seat. 


Dolores watched him with wide eyes as he reached into the bag they’d brought while Camilo 
tilted his head and listened. 


“This is for you Dolores,” he slid a book across the table to her and she let out an adorable 
squeak at the sight. She’d mentioned that she liked reading when they asked her about 
hobbies. She read to Camilo a lot and he enjoyed listening to the stories. 


The ten-year-old reached out to tentatively touch the cover of the book, expression nearly 
awed. 


“Can you hold out your hands Cami?” Felix asked gently while Dolores was inspecting the 
book and the boy did when his hermana didn’t contradict the request. They didn’t doubt that 


the quiet girl would grow vicious if her hermanito was threatened or hurt. 


He pulled out the present and pressed it gently into Camilo’s hands. Dolores looked like she 
might cry as she stared down at the light yellow blanket. Camilo had mumbled something 
about liking yellow in the last meeting and it looked like they were right to pay attention if 
her reaction was anything to go by. 


“Sof?!” he exclaimed happily, fingers running over the material. Pepa had spent a long time 
searching out the softest blanket that she could find in the right colour. 


Dolores subtly wiped at her eyes and reached out to touch the blanket when Camilo patted it 
insistently. 


“It’s very soft,” she agreed with a shaky smile. “And it’s yellow.” 


Camilo let out an excited gasp, little hands clenching in the fabric. “It is?!” he asked, smile 
even wider. 


Dolores hummed in confirmation as her free hand returned to running over the cover of the 
book. 
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ike ‘ellow?” Camilo said, the questioning lilt to his voice turning it uncertain. 
“You do,” Dolores assured him. “Yellow like the sun and the fields of wheat.” 
Camilo made a happy noise and rubbed his cheek against the blanket. 


“It’s yours,” Pepa said after she was sure she wouldn’t burst into tears. Their reactions to the 
gifts were heartbreaking. “It doesn’t matter what you decide in the end,” she made sure to tell 
Dolores. “They will always be yours.” 


“Mine?” Camilo asked in surprise, grip tightening on the blanket unconsciously. 


“Sí, your blanket,” she told him firmly and smiled when she got another happy noise from 
him. 


They’d figured out pretty quickly that while Camilo did struggle with speaking, he had no 
problem conveying his feelings. Either through body language and gestures or wordless 
noises. He was absolutely adorable. 


They’d also figured out that Dolores wasn’t too much of a fan of speaking and she seemed to 
be forcing herself to sometimes. They were trying not to pressure her, switching to yes and no 
questions and accepting her hums and squeaks without question if she seemed to be straining. 


She always looked so surprised when they didn’t reprimand her for not answering verbally. 


For a moment, they watched Camilo running his hands over the blanket happily, clearly 
fascinated by the feel. Pepa made a mental note to keep a lookout for other things that might 
give him the same enjoyment. The orphanage had clearly neglected him in that sense since 


they hadn’t seen him with anything to occupy his hands. He was forever clinging to Dolores 
or the nearest surface, keeping a hold of an anchor of some kind. 


“Can I tell you a secret Cami?” Pepa asked, dropping her voice to a stage whisper. 


He perked up and cocked his head. Her fingers still itched to take the blindfold off. It 
couldn’t be comfortable if he had to wear it all the time. It had to be irritating his skin since it 
didn’t seem to be made out of particularly soft material. 


“I like yellow too,” she informed him. 

He made an inquisitive sound and she continued. 

“Felix and I both do. It’s one of our family colours.” 

Camilo smiled a little shyly at that, burying his face in the blanket. 

““s nice c’lour.” 

“Tt is,” Felix agreed cheerfully. 

Camilo hummed and continued running his fingers over the material as he listened to them 
start up a conversation. They asked simple questions, like how they were feeling and how 
their day was going. 


Both of them seemed to relax more than the last meeting and Pepa knew that the sun was 
shining brightly outside. 


She’d fight anyone who tried to interfere in her adopting these two. No matter who it was. 


Even if it was her mama. 


Bad Day, Good Visit 


Dolores watched the woman who was talking about the orphanage warily, holding Camilo 
close in her arms. She was glad that they weren t going back to padre. He was in jail it 
sounded like and madre was dead. 


She didn t like this lady though. She was ignoring Camilo completely and only talking to 
Dolores. Like a lot of people had been doing since it happened. Only their doctor talked to 
Camilo as well and he never tried to force Dolores to talk. She liked him. 


She didn t like this lady. 


“We’ll find you a new family in no time Dolores,” she said cheerfully and the nine-year-old 
narrowed her eyes. 


“Not leaving Cami,” she mumbled, turning her face away and hiding in her hermano’s curls. 
The woman sighed. “Dolores-” 


“No!” she shouted, throat burning while Camilo clung tighter to her dress. He could hear 
everything the woman was saying and he understood her. He was smart. It didn t matter that 
he had to learn to say all his words again. He could still understand them. 


“Are you bothering my patients?” she heard the doctor ask and peered over at the door to 
find him glaring at the woman. 


“I was just talking to Dolores about the orphanage, ” she defended herself. 


He didnt look like he believed her. 


“Its going to be my official decision that trying to forcefully separate those two would only 
negatively impact their health. If I find out that you ever forced them apart and to different 
families, I will have your job,” he threatened. “Any separation between them has to be their 
decision. ” 


The woman spluttered in outrage and Dolores curled around her hermano. She’d never leave 
him. Not ever. 


If it was her choice, it was never happening. 


It had only been two visits and Dolores was ready to beg the Madrigals to take them home 
with them. 


Things had been awful at the orphanage. The adults were constantly going on about how 
Camilo shouldn’t ruin this for her and her poor hermano had been in tears a few times from 
it. And the other kids were being terrible. 


When they learned that the Madrigals were thinking about taking in Dolores and Camilo, 
they’d turned horribly jealous. They mocked Camilo about being broken or ruined as much 
as they could and he was miserable almost all the time. And they kept saying that the couple 
were only joking about taking him too which made him anxious. 


Dolores hated them all. 


So it wasn’t too much of a surprise that Pepa and Felix ended up visiting on one of their bad 
days. 


Dolores had barely spoken a word all day and Camilo refused to let go of her, sniffling and 
crying quietly on and off throughout the day. He’d been forced to leave his new blanket in his 
room and he already missed it. It helped him a lot when he was upset or scared. 


Her heart sank when she heard the caretaker lead the Madrigals in. They were in the 
playroom of the orphanage since they’d been forced to ‘socialise’ with the others. The kids 
hadn’t stopped being cruel all day. Just never blatantly in front of the caretakers. 


And now Pepa and Felix would see them like this. Her chest felt tight at the thought of 
talking to anyone right now. And Camilo didn’t need more stress. 


“The boy’s been in a mood all day so I should take him to his room probably,” Carmen was 
saying and Camilo let out a quiet whine at the idea of being separated from her. His blindfold 
was soaked from all the tears by now and he kept rubbing at it irritably. 


Dolores hated that blindfold so much... Camilo only kept it on because everyone had 
convinced him that his eyes were wrong. Freaky. Nothing she said convinced him otherwise. 


“That’s not necessary,” Felix told the woman firmly and Dolores let out a shaky sigh of relief. 
They’d probably both burst into tears if someone separated them today. 


There was whispering around the room as the others talked excitedly about the visitors and 
Dolores wanted to sink into the floor. She was tired and sad and scared that they wouldn’t 
want them if they saw her like this. 


The footsteps stopped in front of them and Carmen let out a sigh. 


“Come now Dolores, don’t be rude,” she said impatiently. “They came all this way to see 
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you. 


Camilo perked up a little at the idea of talking to them again which was the only reason she 
could force herself to look up at them. 


Their caretaker looked annoyed but Felix and Pepa looked worried. 
“Come out of the corner now,” the woman said, clearly agitated. “To the table.” 


Pepa waved a hand at her before Dolores could move. “It’s fine. They’re clearly comfortable 
here. Shoo now.” 


Her dismissive attitude to the caretakers always amused Dolores and today it made her lips 
quirk up a tiny bit. 


The couple sat down in front of her and she braced herself to force out words. It felt harder 
than usual today. 


“Bad day?” Pepa asked softly and Dolores looked down, nodding. Camilo let out a soft 
whine in response. He was tired today so he also hadn’t spoken much. The kids had been 
mocking him about his speech again too. 


“That’s okay,” Pepa assured. “When I have a bad day, I don’t usually want to talk to anyone 
either.” 


Dolores peered up at her but she didn’t see any annoyance in her eyes, so she relaxed a little. 
Camilo took the cue from her body language and turned a little so that he was facing them 
more. 


They both looked upset when they saw the tears on his cheeks. 


“Oh Cami,” Pepa whispered, leaning forward to gently wipe at his face. He leaned into the 
contact immediately. 


Felix also leaned forward with a frown. “Isn’t that chafing your skin?” he asked in concern, 
lightly touching the soaked blindfold. 


Camilo made a questioning sound and he clarified. 
“Doesn’t it feel bad on your skin?” 


Camilo nodded, lifting his hand to rub irritably at the material. Dolores hugged him tighter, 
wishing she could make him feel better. But everyone made Cami feel worse if she took the 
stupid thing off. 


She was the only one who didn’t care about how different his eyes looked now. 
Pepa and Felix glanced at each other. 
“Do you want to take it off for a bit?” Pepa asked kindly. 


Camilo shook his head frantically and Dolores bit her lip. What if they thought the same 
about his eyes that everyone else did? What if they changed their minds? 


“Cree-py,” Camilo said quietly, having learnt the word from everyone else saying it to him. 
“Eyes bad...” 


Pepa gently cupped his cheeks again. “We don’t care what your eyes look like niñito,” she 
told him gently. “We just don’t want it to hurt you.” 


Camilo bit his lip anxiously. 


“What about just for a little bit?” Felix coaxed. “Until it’s dry again?” 


Camilo rubbed at the material again before reaching backward for Dolores. She pulled him 
close immediately and struggled to find the words for what he needed. 


“I like your eyes,” she repeated what she always told him, even if the sound of her voice 
grated on her ears and burned her throat today. 


She was so tired... 


Camilo hesitated another moment before nodding timidly. Dolores immediately reached up to 
untie the fabric without any further prompting. He was facing the floor when the blindfold 
came off so Pepa gently nudged his chin up so that she could see his face. 


Dolores hoped that this wasn’t a mistake. She loved her hermano 5 eyes. They were a pretty 
hazel-green colour. But everyone only saw the way his eyes never focused instead of his eye 
colour. They said it was creepy how he just seemed to stare through people. It wasn’t his fault 
though! She hated that they made him hide his eyes because of it. 


Pepa lightly brushed her thumb against where his skin had chafed from the wet material and 
hummed softly. 


“I knew everyone was dumb,” she said with a small smile. “You have such pretty eyes, 
ninito.” 


Dolores let out a quiet sigh of relief while Camilo lost a lot of tension when Felix agreed 
cheerfully. 


“No... cree-py?” he asked hopefully. 
“Nope,” Pepa said confidently. “Such a pretty colour for an adorable boy.” 


The praises got a weak giggle from Camilo and Dolores smiled. They were so kind to her 
hermano. Were these people actually real? It felt like a dream whenever they visited. 


They were so... perfect. It was scary. 


Felix wiped Camilo’s face clean before he settled back in Dolores' arms. She smiled softly to 
see his eyes again without that stupid blindfold in the way. She’d missed seeing them. 


Instead of asking questions this time, Felix started telling some story and Dolores felt herself 
relax little by little as time passed. 


They didn’t get mad when she only hummed or squeaked in response to anything they said 
and they also didn’t get upset when Camilo just curled up and listened. 


The visit was just as nice as the others until Hugo, one of the other boys, came up to interrupt 
them. 


“You're the Madrigals!” he said excitedly. 


The couple blinked in surprise and looked at him while Camilo shrank down in Dolores’ 
hold. He was one of the kids that was the worst to him. 


“Si,” Felix said politely while Pepa glanced at them, eyes narrowing as she took in Camilo’s 
reaction. He wasn’t relaxed anymore. 


While Felix answered Hugo’s excited questions patiently, other kids drawing near to listen, 
Dolores felt upset that the visit had been interrupted. 


And she also felt a little scared because she knew how much these kids wanted to be in their 
place... 


She looked up when Pepa shifted to sit against the wall, closer to them. 


“You look tired Dolores,” she said quietly, brushing her fingers over the ten-year-old’s cheek. 
She leaned into the contact automatically. 


Both adults were just so gentle with them. 
Dolores nodded tiredly while Camilo lifted his head again at the sound of Pepa’s closer voice. 


Unfortunately, that meant the others could see him now and there was a chorus of squeals and 
exclamations of disgust. 


“Ew the freak took off his blindfold,” Isla complained. 


Dolores silently fumed while Camilo made a quiet noise that usually preceded crying, but 
was distracted by the rumbling of thunder. 


“Excuse me?” Pepa said sharply, cloud above her head dark and ominous now. “What did 
you just say?” 


The kids all stared at her in shock as she glared at them. 

“What a rude thing to say,” Felix agreed. “There’s no reason to be mean to Camilo.” 
Dolores held her hermano tight as they both listened. 

“But-but he’s creepy!” Isla defended herself frantically. 


“I don’t care what you think, you don’t say mean things like that to anyone,” Pepa said in 
irritation. “Besides, I happen to like his eyes. I think they’re pretty.” 


Camilo sniffled and Dolores was shocked to see him tentatively reach out in Pepa’s general 
direction. She understood the urge. She wanted to hug the woman too. 


Luckily, Pepa noticed the movement since Dolores’ words were still stuck in her throat. 


“Oh, do you want a cuddle Cami?” she asked, sounding happy as her cloud lightened again. 


Camilo gave a timid nod and Dolores was surprised that the woman looked to her first before 
taking him. The little girl gave a small smile and let go of him so that Pepa could pick him 


up. 


She didn’t hesitate to, cuddling him close and cloud vanishing as he clumsily hugged her 
back. 


The kids around them were staring in confusion as she fussed over Camilo who soaked up the 
positive attention like a sponge. 


She only looked away from her hermano when Felix sat down on her other side. 
“Do you want a hug too Dolores?” he asked gently. 


Her eyes watered at just the fact that he’d asked. They both had. They hadn’t assumed and 
Pepa had even checked that Dolores was okay with her picking up Camilo. 


She wiped at her eyes and gave a small nod. 


It turned out that Felix gave great hugs. Like big bear hugs. She ended up pressing closer, 
finding that she trusted Pepa not to take Camilo away if she wasn’t watching. 


For a moment, she didn’t have to be alert and on guard. 


“It’s okay niña,” he murmured. “You’re okay and Cami’s okay. It’s been a really bad day, 
hasn’t it?” 


She nodded against his chest. 

“Were they being mean to you and Cami again?” he asked gently. 

She nodded again, feeling tears in her eyes. 

One of the kids spoke up and she flinched a bit. She was just so tired... 

“We’re not mean,” they protested. “They’re just... he’s weird! And she doesn’t talk much.” 


“You don’t really want to talk to your bullies to be honest,” Pepa deadpanned and Dolores 
felt her lips curl into a tiny smile again. 


“He’s a freak!” 
Thunder rumbled again and the cloud was back. 


“You're a rude little boy and I will not tolerate bullying like this. You should leave,” her 
voice was sharp, but when Dolores peered out at her, she could see that she was still so gentle 
with Cami. Like he was something precious to her. 


“Why would you want them?!” Hugo demanded, sounding confused and desperate. 


Pepa looked up at him in annoyance. “They’re good and sweet niños. We like them both and 
we decided that we want them as our own.” 


“I’m better!” He argued stubbornly. “He's just a dumb blind boy and she isn’t normal either!” 
The cloud flickered with lightning now as Pepa pinned him with a glare. 

“I suggest you stop speaking so cruelly about my niños.” 

Dolores stared at her. Her niños. Hers. 

She really did want them. Both of them did. They really, really did. 

She only realised she was crying when Felix wiped her tears off her face, looking worried. 


“You can’t want them,” Hugo argued weakly, apparently realising that he’d really made Pepa 
mad. 


“We do,” Felix said simply. “We certainly wouldn’t want bullies or children who can be so 
cruel.” he shook his head, looking at them all. “I’m disappointed in all of you.” 


They flinched back a bit. Everyone knew about the Madrigals. So that meant more coming 
from one of them than it did from the caretakers. 


Not that those adults ever stopped the bullying. They usually blamed Cami somehow. 
“He’s broken,” Isla tried one last defence. 


“He’s been hurt,” Pepa corrected. “And cruelty like this means that he hasn’t had the chance 
to heal yet. Leave.” 


Thunder rumbled louder and they scattered, looking both upset and confused. 
Because the Madrigals chose Dolores and Camilo over them. 
Dolores closed her eyes as the tears started flowing faster. 


“Can’t- can’t-” she stuttered, trying to control her words. “Don’t wanna be here anymore,” 
she hiccupped. “They’re just gonna be mean to Cami again and- and-” 


Felix soothed her gently, rubbing her back. When she looked at Pepa she found the woman 
moving closer with Camilo who had never looked so comfortable in an adult’s arms before. 


“No c’y,” he complained, blindly reaching for her hand. She moved to take his automatically 
and he clung to Pepa’s dress as well. 


“Sta’ wit you?” he asked Pepa, tone so hopeful that it hurt. 


Dolores looked up at Felix, the question one she wanted to ask but couldn’t force out. He 
smiled gently at her. 


“Do you want to come live with us as our niños?” he asked kindly. 


She nodded timidly while Camilo nodded a lot more eagerly. Pepa smiled widely at them 
both and cuddled Camilo close. 


“Then you’re coming home with us,” Felix declared. “We’ll sign the paperwork today.” 
Dolores almost choked on tears. 

Home? They were going to have a home? 

She clung to her hermano’ hand tightly. 

“Both of us?” she asked in a small voice. 

“Both of you,” Felix assured. “No one will ever separate you two again.” 

That was what made the dam break and Dolores started sobbing. 


They were going to have a home. Together. 


Adoption 


They were fighting again and Dolores held her hermano closer as she listened to them 
carefully. He let out a quiet whimper and she whispered a barely audible apology. It was dark 
in their room without a candle but it was too dangerous to light one when their parents were 
like this. 


Camilo hated the dark though. 


She tucked his head under her chin and hummed as softly as she could, rubbing his back as 
she tried to soothe him. He clung to her as the fight continued, staying quiet like she’d taught 
him to. 


Eventually, after some crashing and cursing, it fell silent again. The front door slammed shut 
so padre must have gone out drinking. And madre usually went to sleep after those fights. 


They were safe. 


Still humming, she reached out carefully to find the candle and matches, lighting it after a 
few tries. 


Camilo let out a sigh of relief as flickering light filled the small space. 
“Lo siento Cami,” she apologised for leaving him in the dark for so long. 
He cuddled closer and shook his head. “Not your fault. ” 

“You were so brave,” she praised and he smiled a little at her words. 


It took a bit longer than usual to get him to sleep since he was still frightened from the long 
period in the dark. But he did eventually doze off. 


She hated making him wait in the darkness. But she always gave him light again when it was 


safe. 


She always would. 


After seeing Pepa’s rumbling cloud, the orphanage workers didn’t really put up much of a 
fuss over them adopting the pair on the spot. 


They hurriedly started getting the paperwork ready while the woman who had been dealing 
with them from the start led them to the pair’s rooms. 


Pepa was carrying Camilo while Dolores clung to Felix’s hand as they walked. They stopped 
at the boys’ room first and were led over to a bed in the corner. 


Felix eyed the messy floor with a frown. That would be hell for Camilo to navigate, even 
with someone guiding him. 


Dolores rushed forward when they got there, grabbing the clothes out of the bedside table and 
fishing the yellow blanket from under the bed. 


He wasn’t sure he wanted to know why they’d hidden it at all... 


The moment Dolores pressed the blanket to her hermano 5 hand, he grabbed for it eagerly, 
rubbing it against his cheek. 


“He wasn’t allowed to bring it to the playroom,” Dolores explained softly as she packed the 
clothes into a small bag the orphanage worker had provided. 


Pepa let out an annoyed huff and readjusted Camilo in her arms so that she could wrap the 
blanket around him, much to his delight. 


It made Felix sad to see the utter lack of proper clothing or any toys for Camilo. The 
orphanage needed better supplies, for all the niños, and he’d look into it. 


He was still mad at the workers for the negative environment they’d fostered for these two in 
particular. Even if they didn’t have proper supplies, support and understanding was free. 


When Dolores handed Felix the bag, he offered his hand again before they went to her room 
and smiled when she shyly took it. 


She didn’t have much more than Camilo did and she handled the book they’d given her with 
such care that it made him smile. 


In the end, all their clothes fit into one bag and Dolores carried her book instead of packing it 
away. Camilo was happy to be holding his blanket again so they didn’t even try and take it. It 
made him smile so why would they take it away? 


Besides, Felix had to smile at the way Pepa was already wrapping him in yellow. He just 
knew that she was probably planning to get at least one yellow dress for Dolores. 


With their belongings in hand, the group headed back to the front desk to finish with the 
paperwork. Felix read through it quickly to make sure that everything was in order before 
signing it and Pepa signed with no hesitation, trusting that he’d checked everything. 


She was focused on fussing over Camilo who was soaking up the positive attention like a 
sponge. Felix’s attention was often drawn to the little girl still clinging to his hand and 
periodically looking over at Pepa as well. She still looked like she couldn’t believe what was 
happening. That she was being adopted. 


And that they were taking Camilo too. 


Felix doubted that anyone could pry the boy from his wife’s arms right now. She adored both 
of the niños but she was already protective over Camilo. 


He understood the feeling. He was still upset over the fact that Dolores had been so stressed 
that she’d burst into tears in his arms earlier. No ten-year-old should have to carry the 
burdens she had been. 


It was time they lightened that load. 


He glanced up as a cloud formed over Pepa’s head and knew that something was irritating 
her, even as she cooed at Camilo softly. 


It wasn’t hard to figure out what. 


The orphanage workers kept looking at her particularly in confusion. Felix didn't understand 
why they believed that no one would want Camilo. He was an adorable boy who only wanted 
his hermana to be happy. 


How could anyone try to separate them? 


Pepa moved a little closer so that she could brush her hand over Dolores’ cheek and let her 
see Camilo better. 


They were definitely letting the pair share a room. Dolores clearly didn’t want her hermano 
out of her sight. It was a good thing that they already had a room picked out and ready for the 
siblings since they technically hadn't been planning to bring them home today. 


Camilo had tucked his head under Pepa’s chin and Felix had to smile. He’d always known 
that his wife would make an amazing mama. Camilo was already smitten with her. And vice 
versa. 


He gently rubbed Dolores’ back when she leaned against his side tiredly. She’d looked 
exhausted since they first saw her today. 


Another worker was going over the paperwork to make sure everything was signed when 
Camilo spoke up timidly. 


“Go h’me?” he asked in a small, hopeful voice. 
The worker frowned and sighed. “Camilo, we’ve told you about speaking clearly-” 


Pepa cut them off as her cloud darkened again. “He’s mine now, you can’t tell him what to 
do,” she said sharply, nodding to the papers that they’d just signed. 


The worker flushed in embarrassment but Felix was with his wife on this. It was obvious that 
Camilo’s struggle with words was connected to the head injury he’d received from his 
biological parents. He wasn’t lazy or slow. He understood a lot of what happened around 
him. And it left a sour taste in Felix’s mouth to watch him shrink in on himself when 
someone lectured him. 


Pepa brushed Camilo’s hair out of his eyes and Felix still couldn’t believe that they’d made 
him wear a blindfold just because his eyes were slightly different. The poor boy’s skin was 
clearly irritated around his eyes now and had to hurt. 


“We’re going home now Cami,” Pepa cooed, holding the four-year-old like she was trying to 
shield him from everyone that had hurt him. 


The hopeful smile on the boy’s face was something Felix would try and keep in place as 
much as he would work to keep Dolores’ trust intact. 


“Ts that everything?” he asked the worker that had been helping them. He wanted to get the 
two back to Casita where they could rest. They’d both had an emotional day. 


She hesitated a moment, gaze flicking to Pepa and Felix braced himself. His wife only had so 
much patience after all. 


“Are you sure-” 


“Dios mio, si!” Pepa exclaimed in frustration. “I want Camilo as mi hijo just as much as I 
want Dolores as mi hija. Felix feels the same. Drop it.” She shook her head. “What is wrong 
with you all?” 


The woman shrank back at her words while Felix swept up their copy of the adoption papers 
and grabbed the bag of their things. 


“Let’s go then? Shall we?” He asked Dolores who was staring up at him with wide eyes. 
She’d looked so surprised every time they’d grown angry over the treatment Camilo got and 
that made him sad. 


He would continue to defend these two for the rest of his life. He might have only known 
them for two weeks, but he already adored them both. He understood why Pepa had wanted 
to meet them. 


They needed a home and parents who could look past Camilo’s blindness and Dolores’ 
tendency to go mute some days. 


They weren’t getting that understanding from the village, so now Pepa and Felix would give 
it to them. 


Camilo tugged on Pepa’s dress and patted at his eyes with a questioning noise and Dolores 
grimaced. They’d almost entirely forgotten about the blindfold and she clearly disliked it. 


Felix moved closer and caught his hijo 5 hand gently. “Do you like wearing the blindfold 
Cami?” he asked softly. 


The boy hesitated before shaking his head a little. 
“Then you don’t have to wear it,” he said firmly. 


“T’d miss seeing those pretty eyes anyway,” Pepa told him, brushing her thumb over his 
cheekbone, right underneath Camilo’s eyes. 


Felix really didn’t understand everyone’s problem. Camilo was blind, so naturally his eyes 
didn't focus on anything. But there was nothing creepy about it. It was just different. And it 


wasn't his fault so why was he being punished for it? 


Camilo gave a small, timid smile at their words, leaning into Pepa’s touch. They had a lot of 
work ahead of them to undo the damage the village had done to his self-esteem. And the 
damage to Dolores’ ability to trust anyone. 


“lores?” he asked in a small voice, resting his head on Pepa’s shoulder. 
Dolores immediately reached out for his hand to squeeze in comfort. 


She let out a quiet hum that seemed to settle him as she gripped his hand tightly for a 
moment. 


“Your hermana is right here Cami,” Felix assured, laying a gentle hand on Dolores’ shoulder. 
“You’re both coming home now.” 


That seemed to be enough for the boy as he settled down in Pepa’s arms again, anxiety fading 
for now. 


Dolores went back to holding onto Felix’s hand tightly and he took a moment to reassure her. 


“You see these papers?” he asked her softly, letting her look at them. “These mean that you’re 
coming home with us and no one can stop that or separate you two ever again. Okay?” 


She blinked back tears and nodded shakily and he gave her a quick hug. 


Camilo might lean into any contact offered to him, but Dolores still liked it too, even if she 
was more wary than her hermano. 


He brushed her loose curls out of her face and smiled. 
“Let’s go home.” 
She swallowed hard and her grip on his hand tightened. 


It felt like a new start as they stepped out of the orphanage as parents. Two young lives 
depended on them now and Felix would be damned if he let them down. 


It was time they had people they could trust instead of dealing with everything on their own. 


Casita 


Chapter Notes 


Hey everyone! If you're interested in updates on chapters or just want to follow my 
work, I've set up a Facebook page where I'll post updates on upcoming chapters and new 
stories. You can find me under Melody Stone on Facebook. (I'm under a pen name lol) 
https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100087126981019 

Hope you're still enjoying the fic! 


Dolores smiled softly as she listened to her hermano. The house was empty today so he could 
be as loud as he wanted. She loved seeing him so energetic and happy, gesturing wildly as he 
told her a story he’d made up on the spot. It didnt make a lot of sense, considering he was 
three. 


But he was having fun and he had a big imagination. She was proud of her creative hermano. 


He loved making up stories and telling them when he could. And they were pretty good 
considering how old he was. 


She'd bet that he was going to be a great storyteller when he got older. 


Dolores stared at the house they were approaching in disbelief. It was so big! And really 
pretty too. 


They were going to live there? With Felix and Pepa? 


Before the orphanage, with those people she didn't like to think about, the house had been 
small and she'd shared a tiny room with her hermano. 


This house was so much bigger. 


She couldn't help glancing at Camilo again but he was still safely in Pepa's arms. He was 
absently running the fingers of one hand over her braid and she didn't seem to mind 
thankfully. His other hand was firmly clinging to his blanket. He loved the thing and had 
been very upset when he had to leave it in his room. 


But now he had it back and they'd said that they wouldn't take it away from him ever. 
The hope she felt was almost painful. 


Felix squeezed her hand gently and she looked up to find him smiling at her. 


"Are you ready Dolores?" He asked softly. 
She gave a timid nod after a moment. 


Pepa was describing the house to Camilo who was listening avidly to every word she said. It 
was nice not to be the only one explaining things to him. 


"And Casita is Just going to love you both," she finished. 

Dolores looked at her in confusion and Felix chuckled. 

"Magical family niña. Casita is alive," he explained and Dolores' jaw dropped. 
"And she's been so excited to meet you two," Pepa added. 

"live?" Camilo asked curiously. 

"She's like a person but is a house," Pepa explained. 


He made a curious sound at that, resting his head on her shoulder. He was still tired after the 
rough day. Dolores herself was exhausted and wishing that she could nap. Just for a little bit. 


She found that she couldn't take her eyes off of the house as they drew closer though. 
The shutters were swinging wildly and the doors opened all on their own! 
Felix chuckled. "Hola Casita," he greeted. "You excited to meet our new niños?" 


The tiles beyond the door started flipping rapidly in response and he laughed again. "Camilo, 
Dolores, this is Casita, our house. Casita, this is Camilo and Dolores." 


"Casita can't talk, but she communicates with us in lots of ways," Pepa explained. "She'll also 
help you if you need it. I'm going to put you down for a bit Cami, okay?" 


Dolores tore her gaze away from the moving house to watch Pepa set Camilo down gently, 
readjusting the blanket around his shoulders and taking his hand instead. 


She guided him to touch one of the open doors which stopped moving immediately. 
"We're at the front doors now," Pepa explained. 


Dolores' breathing hitched as Camilo ran his fingers over the wood. Was she actually- she 
was really- 


"I know you're tired Dolores," Felix said quietly, voice apologetic. "We just want to help 
Camilo start learning where everything is." 


They were. They were going to actually show Camilo the house instead of just guiding him 
around everywhere. 


"Now, Casita can move things," Pepa continued. "But she won't move anything to scare you 
or make it difficult." 


She guided Camilo to touch the floor and he made a surprised and delighted sound as the tiles 
rippled softly under his hand. 


"And if you ever get lost or you're not sure, then she'll help you, okay?" 


Camilo nodded, a little nervous but he was calmed by Pepa's patient approach as she 
explained how the house was laid out. 


"All the bedrooms are on the second floor, including yours. Casita can move the rooms too 
but she won't ever move yours." Pepa helped him stand up again, keeping a hold of one hand 
now. 


"How about we go to your room and you two can take a nap?" Felix suggested. 
Dolores looked up sharply. "We get to stay together?" She whispered in shock. 


His expression softened. "Sí, we thought it was best for you to share a room. Even if it's just 
for the beginning." 


It felt like a weight lifted off her shoulders. She got to keep her hermano close? She didn't 
need to sneak him into her room at night just so he wouldn't be alone? 


Felix rubbed her back gently while Pepa started leading Camilo to the stairs. 


They would be difficult for Camilo to find, if Casita wasn't clattering her tiles ahead of him 
now and then. She was guiding him and Dolores let herself hope that maybe they'd found a 
home that Camilo could feel comfortable in. That he wouldn't feel lost in all the time. 


Casita clattered the stairs which sounded different and Pepa stopped. She was leading Camilo 
to hold onto the railing as Dolores and Felix approached. She couldn't help but smile as her 
hermano squealed when the railing wiggled under his hands. 


"Has he climbed up stairs before?" Felix asked quietly. 
She bit her lip and shook her head in answer. 


"Okay, gracias. If there's anything you think we need to help him with, just let us know 
okay?" 


She nodded in relief. They really were taking this seriously. And Pepa was being so patient 
and kind as she helped Camilo. 


"Do you want to try climbing yourself, Cami?" Felix asked. "Or do you want to be carried 
this time?" 


He looked uncertain as he held onto the railing tightly. 


"We won't be mad, no matter what you choose Cami," Pepa assured. "We want you to be 
comfortable and happy here. We can try the stairs again later on." 


Dolores already knew what her hermano would choose. He already wanted to make them 
proud. 


"T'y?" He asked timidly. 


"You want to try?" Pepa asked kindly and smiled when he nodded. "Okay. And we'll be right 
here the whole time. If you want to stop, let us know. Your papi and hermana are right 
behind you." 


Dolores' breathing hitched again. Papi? She could tell that Camilo noticed it too since he 
looked surprised. 


"You can call us whatever you feel comfortable using," Felix told them gently. 
Dolores swallowed hard and nodded, Camilo unknowingly mimicking her. 


Pepa kept up a steady stream of soft talking beside Camilo as he carefully made his way up 
the steps, just letting him know that she was right there. 


When he successfully reached the top, both Pepa and Felix praised him and he smiled shyly, 
letting go of the railing only when Pepa took his hand again. 


She led him forwards to the wall so he had another anchor to work with. He trailed his 
fingers over the surface as they went left. 


"This is mine and Felix’s room," she explained and Dolores stared at the glowing door in 
fascination. It was so pretty. 


"W'rm," Camilo said as he touched the wood. 
"The doors are magical as well as the rooms. I'll show you later on, okay?" 
He nodded and they went a bit further to a normal-looking door right next to Pepa's room. 


an 


"This room is going to be yours and Dolores'," she explained. "We'll set it up and decorate 
however you two want." 


She guided his hand to the doorknob and he opened it eagerly. 


Dolores stared at the space behind the door. It was bigger than she expected. There were two 
beds, a large bookshelf and two separate wardrobes. There was also a desk and a chest that 
she had a feeling was a toy box. 


It was so much more than she'd ever had before. 


Pepa was describing the room to Camilo again but Dolores could barely listen to it at all. 


This was all theirs? 

Camilo's voice snapped her out of her shock. 

"Sof!" 

She turned to find him pressing down on the mattress of one bed, looking delighted. 


"lores!" He called excitedly and she moved over to him without hesitation, humming to let 
him know she was there. 


"Sof'!" He exclaimed again and she pressed against the bed like he wanted her to. 
It was the softest bed she'd ever felt. 

"It is," she whispered. 

She turned to find Felix pulling blankets out of the cupboard along with pillows. 


"You look tired," Dolores startled when Pepa spoke to her, cupping the ten-year-old's cheek. 
"How about a nap for you two, hmm?" 


As if right on cue, Camilo yawned beside her. 
She nodded timidly and pulled Camilo back a bit as the adults made up the bed. 


"We'll come get you for dinner," Felix told her when they were done. "If you need us, just ask 
Casita. Okay?" 


She nodded silently and hesitantly climbed onto the bed with Camilo when they gestured to 
it. 


The mattress was so soft that she felt like she was on a cloud and the blankets immediately 
caught Camilo's attention. 


It wasn't long before her hermano was curled up in her arms, wrapped snugly in his yellow 
blanket. Dolores’ eyes were already heavy when Pepa knelt down next to the bed and 
brushed her fingers through their hair. 


"Sleep well niños," she whispered. "We'll see you later." 
She surprised Dolores with a kiss on her cheek and Camilo giggled when he got one as well. 
Dolores listened as she walked away, the door closing softly behind her, but not locking. 


She let the hope in her heart grow just a little bit brighter. 


Mami 
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It was scary now that it was always dark. Camilo didn t know where he was a lot of the time 
or who was with them. 
Not knowing was really scary and he wanted to cry a lot because of it. 
But Dolores was there. She was always there, like a light in the dark even if he couldn t see it. 
She guided him and told him what was happening and protected him. 


Even if the world was a lot more scary now and his words didn t work right and people were 
meaner than before, it was okay. 


Cause Dolores stayed. So he knew he was going to be okay. 


Camilo woke up feeling safe and warm, recognising his hermanas arms wrapped around 
him. It was his favourite way to wake up since he didn’t have to wonder where she was and 
wait to find her again. 


It took him a moment to remember what happened before he fell asleep and for a moment he 
felt worried that it might have been a dream. What if they were still in the orphanage where 
everyone kept trying to take him away from his hermana? 


Keeping one hand holding tight to Dolores' dress, he tentatively felt around for a clue. 


The bed was a lot softer than at the orphanage so he was a tiny bit hopeful that everything 
had actually happened. 


He made a happy noise when he found his blanket wrapped around him still. It was so soft 
and all his! He had his own blanket! He loved it so much. 


His attention moved back to Dolores when she stirred under his hand. 


"Cami?" She asked sleepily. 


He hummed in reply, snuggling against her. She hugged him close before sitting up and he 
copied her, still holding onto her dress. 


"Wh’re?” he asked softly, frustrated as the word didn’t come out right. Again. His words 
never came out right anymore. Dolores said that he was getting better again but the others 
said he needed to do better... 


“We’re... we’re at Casita,” she whispered. “With Pepa and Felix. In... our room.” 


That made him happy and he smiled widely. It wasn’t a dream! They really did go home with 
those really nice people! 


They were the nicest people Camilo had ever met. They talked to him and didn’t treat him 
like he was dumb. They explained stuff so that he didn’t get confused either. 


And when Pepa was holding him, he felt safe like Dolores made him feel. She was super 
nice. 


And now they got to live with them?! 

This was the best day ever! 

He made a happy noise and smiled again when Dolores kissed his forehead. 

“Do you want to explore the room?” she asked and he could hear the smile in her voice. 
That was good. Dolores should smile more often. He liked it when she was happy. 


He nodded eagerly and felt around for the edge of the bed so he could carefully climb down 
to the floor. He kept a hold of his blanket with one hand as he started exploring the room and 
Dolores explained what something was if he made a questioning noise. 


It was bigger than he thought. But there wasn’t anything on the floor so he didn’t trip over 
anything which was nice. The boys at the orphanage left stuff on the floor all the time and he 
used to trip on them until he stopped trying to walk on his own. 


But here he could! 
He managed to go the whole way around the room without tripping once! 


When he reached where Dolores was still on the bed, he climbed back up to cuddle with his 
hermana. 


“Nice?” he asked, happy that this word came out right. Maybe he was getting better? 


“It's very nice here,” she agreed softly. “The walls are yellow too.” 


Yellow? That was the colour he liked right? It was hard to remember sometimes which 
colours were which. 


“Fav- favite col’r?” he asked. The word sounded wrong and he made a frustrated noise. 
The words were all there in his head still! His mouth had forgotten them all though... 


Dolores pushed his hair out of his face as she answered. “Sí, it’s your favourite colour. Pepa 
and Felix are always wearing yellow too.” 


He scrunched up his face as he thought hard. 
“lores... Or’nge?” he asked hesitantly. 

She gave a happy hum. “Sz, my favourite is orange.” 
Camilo grinned. He remembered that one! 


He absently reached up to rub at his eyes and frowned when he realised that the blindfold was 
still gone. That made him nervous. No one liked his eyes. Except for Dolores. But she was 
his hermana so she didn’t count right? 


What if the other people who lived here didn’t like his eyes? What if they thought they were 
creepy? 


But Pepa said they were pretty... not creepy. And Felix agreed! 
It was confusing. 


He was startled out of his thoughts when there was a knock on the door and he automatically 
leaned closer to Dolores, turning to hide his face in her dress. 


He sat up again when she spoke. It was Pepa! He liked Pepa... 


“Hola niños,” she said warmly. She always sounded nice when talking to them. He heard her 
shoes on the floor as she got closer until she sat on the bed with them. “Did you sleep well?” 


Dolores let out a yes-hum. She had a lot of different hums and Camilo knew all of them. He 
nodded in agreement. He didn’t feel as tired anymore. 


He let out a happy noise as she touched his cheek, leaning into the gentle contact. 

“I’m glad,” she said, and she did sound happy too. “Are you ready for dinner?” 

Camilo’s stomach grumbled at the mention of food and he flushed. He didn’t even realise that 
he was hungry. Pepa’s soft laugh didn’t feel mean though, not like the kids at the orphanage 
did. 


“We’ll get some food into you now,” she promised. “I just wanted to talk to you two quickly.” 


Camilo wanted to pout when she dropped her hand away from his cheek. 


“We live here with the rest of our family,” Pepa started explaining and he listened carefully. 
“We didn’t get a chance to tell you about them all before, so I wanted to tell you before we 
join them for dinner. But there’s something very important you both need to remember, 
okay?” 


He felt her take his hand in one of hers and guessed that she’d taken Dolores’ as well since 
she only had one arm wrapped around him. 


“If anyone is ever mean to you, or makes you feel uncomfortable, you tell Felix or I. It 
doesn’t matter who it is. It doesn’t matter if they’re a member of the rest of the family. You 
two are now our niños and if anyone upsets you, tell us. You are both very important to us 
and you are supposed to be happy and comfortable in your new home. Do you understand?” 


Camilo nodded slightly, in awe over what she was saying. They were important to her? 
Dolores hugged him tighter and he knew that she was listening closely to Pepa. 


“There're quite a few people in Casita,” Pepa started explaining. “I’ve got a hermana and 
hermano. We’re triplets so we’re all the same age. Their names are Bruno and Julieta and 
they’re both very nice. Bruno’s a little awkward and shy though, so he might be nervous 
when he meets you. Julieta has three hijas who you'll also meet. Isabela is just a few months 
older than you Dolores and she’s very excited about getting primos. Luisa is eight and 
Mirabel is a couple of months younger than Camilo.” 


Camilo was a little nervous about meeting other kids here. He’d only really known the ones 
at the orphanage and they weren’t very nice... But Pepa said that they were important to her 
and she wanted them to be happy. So if someone was mean, she’d fix it? 


“Julieta is married to Agustin who’s also very nice. And then there’s my mamá.” She 
hesitated for a moment. “She can be... very strict, and she might say the wrong things. I want 
you to understand. If she says or does anything to upset you, then tell me okay? And I'll 
make sure she stops.” 


“But she’s your mamá, ” Dolores said softly. 


“And you’re my ninos,” she said simply. “No matter what, you come first to me Dolores. 
First to Felix as well. If someone hurts you or upsets you, I will protect you. I will be on your 
side. You’re my babies now, and even if you don’t want to call me it yet, I’m your mama. It’s 
my job to make sure you’re happy and safe. And I take that very seriously. Felix does too.” 


Their mamá? They didn’t have a good mama before... But Pepa seemed like she’d be the 
best kind of mamá. 


He timidly reached out with his other hand to where she was holding his and heard her move 
a little closer, taking both of his hands in hers. 


“Is something wrong Cami?” she asked, sounding concerned. 


He shook his head quickly as Dolores rubbed his back comfortingly. It gave him the courage 
to try talking again. 


“You... mama?” he asked nervously. He was happy the words came out right for her. He 
mixed them up a lot more when he was nervous. 


“Si,” it sounded like she was smiling. “I’m your mami now. But you don’t have to call me 
that yet if you don’t want to.” 


Camilo leaned his head against Dolores’ side with a quiet noise. She always knew what he 
meant. The words were difficult to find now that he was anxious again. 


“You can if you want to Cami,” she whispered, hugging him close. “I won’t be mad. And 
they won’t be either.” She hesitated for a moment. “They’ll be much better than our last 
parents.” 


Camilo shuddered a little at the mention of those people. They were mean and scary. 


“We will never hurt you two,” Pepa said quietly, “I promise. Parents are supposed to protect 
their niños.” 


That sounded nice. Dolores deserved to be protected too. She was always taking care of him. 


He twisted his head to hide his face in Dolores’ dress again but didn’t pull his hands away 
from Pepa. 


“Ma...mi?” he said uncertainly. He hadn’t said this word before. 
She inhaled sharply before squeezing his hands gently. 


“Sí,” she sounded like she wanted to cry, but he was pretty sure it was the happy crying 
Dolores did earlier? “I’m your mami.” 


Camilo smiled a little. He had a mami and she was really nice to them. He liked her. That 
meant he had a... a papi too, right? Felix was his papi then. 


The thought made him smile. 


Chapter End Notes 


Facebook page for updates on my work: https://www.facebook.com/profile.php? 
id=100087126981019 


Dinner 


Chapter Notes 


Just a quick note for those that took a look at the Facebook page. It's changed to just be a 
page you can follow. Sorry for all the changing around. I'm still learning lol. Link in the 
end notes. 

Hope you enjoy the chapter! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Felix watched the rest of the family settling in for dinner, noting how most of them kept 
glancing at the door with a variety of expressions. 


Isabela and Mirabel were both impatiently waiting for the new members of the family while 
Luisa looked nervous. 


Julieta seemed worried and Felix was sure she’d cooked extra food after asking about the 
condition of the siblings. She’d been devastated when she heard that her food hadn’t been 
able to heal Camilo’s blindness. She’d practically forgotten about Alma’s disapproval of the 
adoption in her concern for both Dolores and Camilo. Agustin was the same. 


Alma hadn’t outright spoken out against the adoption since it was first mentioned, but they 
knew she wasn’t happy. Too focused on the magic to understand how badly Pepa wanted this. 
How much he wanted this. 


Even Bruno had come down to dinner this time, although he was even more nervous than 
usual. It was clear that he was making an effort, even if Felix knew that he was going to try 
and disappear after meeting them. 


Like Pepa was going to let that happen. 


Casita clattered her tiles excitedly, drawing all the attention in the room to the doorway, and 
Felix stood up to meet his family as they arrived at the kitchen. 


Dolores was clinging to Pepa’s dress, the poor girl overwhelmed and nervous about all the 
sudden changes. He wished that they’d been able to go slower for her but they hadn’t really 
had a choice in the end. Camilo was in Pepa’s arms, face hidden in her shoulder and Felix’s 
heart ached as he realised that his hijo was insecure about his eyes around new people. 


“Sleep well?” he asked cheerfully. 
Dolores hummed softly while Camilo shifted enough to give a small nod. 


Pepa rubbed his back and whispered something to him that made him relax a little. 


"Why don't we sit down and we can do introductions?" Felix suggested, holding a hand out to 
Dolores. 


The little girl hesitated before letting go of Pepa's dress and taking his hand instead. 
He smiled softly at her as she pressed closer to his side. 


Felix led her over to sit at the table next to him while Pepa kept Camilo in her lap, their hijo 
still hiding his face. 


Everyone had already been warned about his blindness and difficulty with speaking. They'd 
also been told that Dolores went non-verbal sometimes. 


It was different to see it though. Especially when the family was used to excitement from 
ninos around them, instead of nervousness and fear. 


"Everyone, this is Dolores and Camilo," Felix introduced, one hand resting comfortingly on 
Dolores' shoulder. "Niños, this is the rest of the family. Your Tia Julieta and Tio Agustin." 


They both greeted the pair kindly and Julieta looked like she wanted to check Camilo over 
and was barely restraining herself. 


"Bruno, your Tio." 


The seer stuttered out a greeting as Dolores' eyes moved to him. He looked like he wanted to 
bolt but was forcing himself to stay put. 


"Pepa's mama, Alma, your Abuela." 


She still looked like she disapproved but she greeted them pleasantly enough. Dolores eyed 
her more warily than she had the others. She probably picked up on her negative mood. 


"Then there's the rest of the niños in the house," Pepa took over. "Your primas." 


She'd wrapped Camilo more firmly in his blanket and was soothingly rubbing his cheek with 
her thumb. 


"Isabela, she's Dolores' age. Just a few months older." 


"Hola!" Isabela greeted politely with an edge of eagerness to it. She'd been the most excited 
about getting primos. Even more so than Mirabel, which was saying something. 


Dolores nodded shyly at her while Camilo lifted his hand in a tentative wave. 
"Luisa, she's two years younger than you Dolores." 


Luisa murmured a nervous greeting. She'd been stressing over somehow accidentally hurting 
Camilo after she'd heard about his condition. He was so little that she was scared she 
wouldn't see him and hurt him as a result. 


Felix was sure the gentle girl was worried over nothing. She was over-aware of her strength 
sometimes though. 


"And Mirabel. She's just a couple months younger than you, Cami." 


Camilo turned his head slightly towards the girl's overexcited greeting, but not enough to 
show his eyes. He gave another wave and Luisa had to keep Mirabel in her seat since it 
looked like she wanted to climb over the table to greet him properly. 


"And you've already met Casita," Felix finished. 


Casita clattered her tiles at her name and Dolores watched with fascination while Camilo 
tilted his head to listen to it. 


There was a beat of silence as no one knew what to do before Felix spoke again. 


"Now that introductions are done, how about we eat? I don't think Dolores and Camilo had 
lunch today." 


They'd been visiting just before lunch and the two had napped most of the afternoon when 
they got back. 


Dolores shook her head in answer and Julieta jumped into action, getting all the food. 
"Are they allergic to anything?" She asked, eyeing the food in concern. 
Felix shook his head. "Dolores doesn't like fish though. And Camilo doesn't like spicy food." 


Dolores looked at him in surprise for remembering. He'd tucked away every tidbit they'd 
mentioned in his head though. He needed to know what his niños liked after all. 


Julieta nodded and they passed the food around. When it reached Felix, he helped Dolores 
dish up a decent amount while Pepa asked Camilo what he wanted after giving him the 
options. He seemed uncertain though and Dolores pointed at some of the food before nodding 
at her hermano. 


Felix gave her a warm smile before dishing up what she suggested for Camilo as well as 
filling Pepa's plate. 


"Can you turn around baby? So you can eat?" Pepa asked gently. 


Camilo let out a nervous sound but Pepa was able to coax him into turning in her lap and 
reaching out to grab the table with one hand. 


Felix could see the moment they all registered his eyes. The family hadn't met anyone that 
was blind before so it would be an adjustment. They'd already warned everyone not to make 
a big deal about his eyes though. They were still getting him used to not wearing the 
blindfold after all. And Dolores was watching everyone like a hawk as well, tense and ready 
to protect her hermano at a moment’s notice. 


Felix knew his family though, so he wasn’t surprised by the reactions he saw. 


Julieta was clearly upset, glancing down at her food like she was wishing it could heal this. 
Agustin and Luisa looked pained. Isabela bit her lip, looking worried while Mirabel only 
looked sad. 


Bruno was just as upset as everyone else as he watched Camilo explore the new table with 
his hands before Pepa moved his plate closer and guided his hands to it. 


A quick glance at Alma proved that while she was being difficult about this, even she was 
upset to see the results of the cruelty the siblings had endured. All the adults knew how 
Camilo had lost his sight and he didn’t doubt that Alma had looked deeper into it. Or was 
remembering when she no doubt dealt with the case herself. 


That bastard had been thrown in jail for the murder of his wife and the attack on Camilo and 
Dolores. Alma was involved in all the serious cases, so she would know of the man already. 


Everyone watched Camilo, clearly itching to help the boy as he carefully felt around the plate 
until he found the spoon. Pepa only kept an eye on him instead of guiding him to it. 


They didn’t want Camilo to believe that they thought he was helpless. So they were taking 
their cues from Dolores here. He’d been eating meals since his injury after all. 


“Spoon,” Dolores said quietly, soft voice startling the rest of the family. 


Camilo let out a little hum in acknowledgment before he started eating. He was slow and 
careful, but perfectly capable of eating on his own. He was just as messy as any other four- 
year-old as well. 


Julieta was already wiping Mirabel’s face with an exasperated expression. 


Felix smiled and patted Dolores’ shoulder before tucking into his own food. Pepa dropped a 
kiss into Camilo’s hair and reached for her own meal, one arm keeping Camilo safely in 
place. He didn’t seem keen on leaving her lap just yet. 


Felix hoped that he felt safe with Pepa. 
The conversation slowly picked up again, everyone glancing at the siblings every now and 
then. The pair were clearly nervous but Pepa was keeping Camilo calm so Felix could focus 


on Dolores, murmuring softly to her when she grew too tense. 


By the time the meal ended, the two were at least semi-comfortable with being around the 
rest of the family. 


“Can we play?” Mirabel asked hopefully as the dishes were being gathered up. 
They were startled when they saw her looking at Camilo. 


“We can play with my toys! I’ve got lots primo!” 


Camilo was shocked himself, clearly unsure of what he was supposed to do. Luckily, Julieta 
intervened. 


“They’ ve had a long day, Mira. Why don’t you ask again tomorrow?” 


Mirabel pouted, clearly already wanting to get to know their new family members. She caved 
under her mama's look though and agreed. 


Felix and Pepa made sure that their niños had eaten their fill before taking them back to their 
room. Despite their long nap, the pair still looked tired. 


Pepa carried Camilo since he was yawning now and they didn't want him tripping on the 
stairs because he was tired. 


"How about a nice bath Cami?" She asked, brushing her thumb over the place where the 
irritation from the blindfold used to be. Julieta's food had cleared that right up thankfully. 


"B'th?" He asked sleepily. 
Pepa hummed. "A nice warm bath before bed." 
He nodded after a moment, resting his head on her shoulder and yawning. 


She cooed softly at him and pressed a kiss into his hair. Felix passed her some pyjamas for 
him before she disappeared into the attached bathroom. 


Dolores still stared at the bathroom door with disbelief but Casita gave every room a 
bathroom except for the nursery. It certainly came in handy with a big family like theirs. 


“Dolores,” he said, catching her attention. “I’m going to make up both beds tonight but you 
two can still sleep together if you’re more comfortable that way, alright?” 


She nodded after a moment and he smiled at her. 


“You can clean up as soon as Pepa’s finished with Camilo. I think maybe an early night for 
you two would be best.” 


He’d noticed that she was stifling her own yawns. 
“Remember, we’re just next door if you need us and Casita can help you as well.” 


She nodded again and Felix put her pyjamas on her bed before making the other bed just in 
case they wanted to use it. 


When Pepa reappeared with a half-asleep Camilo, Dolores went to take her own bath and to 
brush her teeth, glancing back for a moment before heading out of the room. 


Felix was hopeful with the trust she was showing them regarding Camilo. 


Pepa settled on the bed as they waited for Dolores to finish, drying Camilo’s curls and 
brushing through them. 


“T think you need a haircut at some point Cami,” she murmured, pushing his hair out of his 
face. 


Camilo just yawned, making a happy noise when Felix pressed his blanket into his hands 
again. By the time Dolores reappeared, the little boy was practically asleep. 


They got the siblings settled in the bed together, Camilo latching onto his hermana 
automatically and cuddling close. 


“Goodnight Cami, Dolores,” Pepa murmured, pressing a kiss to their foreheads after tucking 
them in. 


Felix did the same, making sure they were warm enough. “We’ll see you two in the 
morning,” he murmured since Camilo was well on his way to sleep and he didn't want to 


wake his hijo. 


Dolores hummed quietly as he stood up again. They were both surprised by her voice when 
they made to leave though. 


“Can you leave the light on?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper. “Cami doesn’t like 
the dark...” 


What that implied just made their hearts ache, but Pepa smiled at her and agreed. They closed 
the door quietly behind them. 


“We need to get a nightlight,” Pepa decided. 


“Pepa, mi amor, mi vida, you’re going to buy out the market tomorrow. You would have 
probably already bought a nightlight regardless.” 


She huffed. “Only the best for our niños.” 
They stared at each other for a moment. “Our niños,” Felix said with a grin. “We’re parents.” 
Pepa’s answering smile was as brilliant as the sun and Felix pulled her close in a hug. 


They were parents. 
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Dolores woke up early. She always did. The sun was just beginning to rise when she looked 
out of the window, staying still so that she didn't wake Camilo. 


The first thing she did was check on her hermano. He was still curled up in her arms and 
peacefully asleep. She smiled softly to see him like this. No anxiety to follow him into his 
dreams. No worry that someone would take him away from her while he slept. She carefully 
shifted enough to cuddle him a little closer before letting herself doze a little. 


She assumed that they had to wait until Pepa and Felix woke up to tell them how today would 
go. So she lay there and enjoyed the peace and safety for a bit. 


The sun had properly risen and was shining brightly when there was a knock at the door and 
Felix came in. He smiled at her when he saw that she was already awake. 


"Morning mija," he greeted softly. "I thought you might be awake." 
She whispered a greeting in return, reeling from ‘mija'. That would take some getting used to. 
Speaking didn't seem too bad today at least. 


"You're welcome to sleep a bit more if you want to, Dolores. Your Tia left breakfast in the 
kitchen for you when you get hungry. We thought we’d let you two sleep in today." 


She blinked at him in surprise. They didn't have to get up if they didn't want to? Camilo loved 
his sleep but he never got to sleep late. She focused back on Felix when he started speaking 
again. 


“Pepa and I are going shopping today to get you both new clothes and anything else you 
might need. Is there anything you want?” 


She blinked at him in shock again. She hadn’t expected that. Not at all. She shook her head 
though. They’d already given them so much, she didn’t want to ask for more. They were 
getting them new clothes as well! 


She was feeling spoiled and it was a foreign experience. 


“Okay,” he said easily instead of pushing, and she was grateful for that. They never pushed, 
never made her feel uncomfortable. “We’ll see you when we get back. When you want to eat, 
just go to the kitchen. Don’t worry about asking, there’s always food there and anyone is 
welcome to eat it. If you need help, ask Casita and she’ll get someone or help you herself. 
You can do whatever you want, okay Dolores? You can explore the house or stay in your 
room if you want. There’s no pressure to do anything, alright?” 


She nodded slightly again, feeling herself relax a little. They didn’t expect them to socialise 
or anything? They could stay in their room if they wanted to? 


Could this place really be this perfect? 


After a few more reassurances and a promise to be back by early afternoon, he left again and 
Dolores decided to let herself doze. They had permission to sleep late after all. She hoped this 
meant that Camilo could catch up on the sleep he’d missed lately. 


Dolores smiled to herself as she watched her hermano. They’d slept in fairly late and bumped 
into Julieta in the kitchen when they went to get food. The woman had been kind though and 
asked how they were after handing them two plates of food. They were nowhere as 
comfortable with her as they were around Felix and Pepa, but she was much nicer than most 
other people they’d met. 


She’d still taken Camilo back to their room after though and now they were just relaxing. 
Which was a nice change. Being able to let down her guard and not have to be around 
stressful people was amazing. 


She'd started reading the book she got from Felix and Pepa but she’d been distracted by 
Camilo who was carefully learning the layout of the room. He’d already learned the position 
of the door by heart and could find it easily. And he’d climbed all over the other bed too. But 
she knew that he was determined to learn where everything else in the room was. There 
wasn’t a carpet or things on the floor to trip him up either, so he was able to move around the 
room safely here. 


It was good to see him smiling and happy as he explored, blanket firmly in hand. He 
absolutely loved the thing and was often fiddling with it and running his fingers over the soft 
material. 


She’d probably always feel thankful towards Felix and Pepa for that gift. For finding 
something specifically for her hermano that he would like. Not something generic, but 
something specific for him. 


That, along with the fact that they treated him the same as they did her, was the reason she 
liked them. That she felt like she could risk trusting them. 


She was still scared that it would go wrong, that they’d turn out to be like everyone else. Like 
their biological parents, like the people at the orphanage, like the villagers. 


She was afraid that Felix would raise his hand like her imprisoned padre so loved doing. She 
was scared that Pepa would give up on Camilo like everyone else had. 


She so desperately wanted them to be different from the rest of the people in their lives. She 
just wanted to have people on their side who actually cared. 


Her attention was drawn back to Camilo as he opened the closet, carefully reaching inside to 
explore a little. 


“Big,” he commented after a moment and she chuckled. 
“Tt is,” she agreed softly. “There're blankets on the top shelf.” 
“Mor’?” he asked in surprise. 


She could understand that. There were so many blankets and pillows around that it was 
overwhelming. Camilo loved it though. 


She hummed as he backed up and closed the door before making his way carefully back to 
her. He climbed up next to her and she hugged him close, enjoying being able to spend time 
with her hermanito without worrying about people trying to separate them. 


Before she could pick up her book again and maybe read to him for a bit though, there was a 
hesitant knock on the door. 


Dolores frowned to herself. It was too early for Felix and Pepa to be back. It wasn’t even 
lunchtime yet. 


So who... 


She told Camilo to stay on the bed before standing up and anxiously moving to open the 
door. She blinked in surprise at the sight of Isabela and Luisa with Mirabel peering around 
them. They looked a little nervous, which confused her. 


“We wanted to know if we could hang out for a bit,” Isabela said. “Get to know our new 
primos.” 


Dolores bit her lip anxiously. She didn’t really have very good experiences with other 
children, but she didn’t want to make them mad by turning them away. So she nodded her 
head slightly and returned to the bed as they came in, pulling Camilo into her lap and telling 
him who was there in a whisper. 


What was going to happen now? 


...She kind of wished that Felix or Pepa were here... 
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Dolores hugged Camilo close and watched the three troop in, Luisa and Isabela sitting on the 
other bed. 


Mirabel, on the other hand, ran right up to them. She was dragging a fairly big bag with her 
and grinning excitedly. 


"Hola Cami!" She greeted, making Camilo startle a little. "Can we play now?" 


She looked so hopeful as she stared up at them that Dolores softened a little. She seemed like 
she was being genuine. 


Camilo looked uncertain and Dolores rubbed his back gently. 
"What do you want to play?" She asked the girl softly. 
She immediately turned to dig in her bag, pulling out wooden blocks. 


"With these! We can build stuff!" She held the blocks out and Dolores carefully took one, 
pressing it into Camilo's hands. 


He made a curious noise, feeling over the block and tracing the engraved letters and pictures. 
"Bui'd?" He asked tentatively. 


"Yup!" Mirabel said excitedly, bouncing in place. "We can make tall towers and then knock 
them over." 


Camilo bit his lip and fiddled with the block before hesitantly nodding. 


Still nervous, Dolores helped him down from the bed and Mirabel eagerly grabbed his hand, 
leading him to sit on the floor a short distance away. She moved the bag closer to him, the 
movement making enough noise that Camilo knew it was there. 


He tentatively reached out to explore the other blocks, curiously tracing the engravings. It 
looked like the entire set had been hand carved specifically for Mirabel, or the niños in the 
house at least. They looked a little worn from age and use. 


Dolores watched Camilo for a moment before the older girls drew her attention again. 


"Um, we were thinking we could get to know you a bit?" Isabela said, clearly a little nervous. 
"And you can get to know us too. We're family now after all." 


Dolores bit her lip anxiously but nodded. Both girls seemed relieved at her agreement while 
Mirabel happily chattered to Camilo. 


"What were you reading?" Luisa asked curiously, looking at the book still on the bed. "Sorry 
if we interrupted." 


She shrugged a little. "Pepa and Felix gave it to me," she murmured. At least the words were 
easier today. "When we were still at the orphanage. They gave Cami his blanket too." 


Camilo cocked his head slightly at the sound of his name but his focus was still mostly on 
Mirabel. She'd started stacking the blocks now, surprisingly telling him what she was doing. 
When he hesitantly lifted a block, she caught his wrist and guided it to the forming tower. 


"And just put it down!" She said cheerfully. "It's gonna be super tall! That's four blocks 
already!" 


Camilo gave her a small, still nervous, smile in response. Mirabel beamed at the sight. 


Dolores was just shocked at the level of understanding Mirabel showed. She seemed to have 
caught on to what Camilo could do and what he needed help with. And her help didn't come 
off as condescending either. 


"You like reading?" Isabela asked, drawing her attention again. 
Dolores nodded, fidgeting with her hands in her lap. 
"When I can..." she murmured. 


"I like reading too," Luisa offered nervously. "I've got a bunch of books if you ever want to 
borrow them?" 


This family was never going to stop surprising her. 
She stared at Luisa with wide eyes. "I... can?" 


The younger girl nodded fervently. "Of course! Tia and Tio will probably start your collection 
for you though." 


Isabela snorted. "They're going to bring back so much stuff. Tia loves shopping." 
"She does?" Dolores asked hesitantly. 


Isabela nodded. "Sí, she takes us shopping a lot since mama is so busy usually. Tio comes 
with to carry the bags." 


"I can carry them fine," Luisa huffed. 


"He uses it as an excuse to join Tia on the trips," Isabela said in amusement. "Tio always 
wants to be with her." 


It did look like that. Felix was always with Pepa from what Dolores had seen. 


Camilo tentatively piped up from the floor, tone uncertain like it always was when he spoke 
to other people. 


"Mag'c?" He asked in a small voice. 


"Oh! Right," Isabela nodded. "The magic. Everyone born into the family gets magic when 
they turn five," she explained to Camilo and Dolores found herself relaxing a bit as she spoke 
to him like normal. She didn't talk to him like he was dumb. 


"I'm getting my Gift next year!" Mirabel said proudly. "Lu is super strong and Isa can grow 
stuff like flowers." 


Isabela waved her hand, producing a rose and Dolores' jaw dropped. That was amazing! 


The other girl hesitated for a moment before standing up and moving over to Camilo, 
kneeling next to him. She took his hand and placed the flower in his palm, closing his fingers 
over the stem. 


Camilo immediately started inspecting it, fingers lightly tracing over it and feeling the petals 
and leaves. 


"Smell nice," he said after sniffing at it as well. He gave another uncertain smile and Isabela 
patted his hand. 


"You like flowers?" She asked, 
He shrugged, still fascinated by the plant. 


"Don' kno'. We..." he frowned as he struggled to find the words. Longer sentences were 
harder for him. "No go out. B'fore." 


Dolores picked up the explanation when Camilo fell silent. 


"Before the orphanage, we didn't really go outside a lot. Cami hasn't really seen flowers." 


"Oh..." Isabela whispered. She looked sad as she watched Camilo fiddle with the petals 
curiously. "Do you want some plants for your room?" She asked. 


Camilo made a curious noise while Dolores stared at her in surprise. 


"Even if you can't see them, they'll still make your room smell nice," Isabela explained 
gently. 


"Sof," he said quietly, still touching the petals. 
"Would you like some more?" She asked kindly and Dolores swallowed hard. 


They were so nice to him. To her as well. 


Why couldn't the kids in the orphanage have been like them? Instead of being cruel bullies... 
Camilo nodded timidly. 

"He likes yellow," Dolores whispered. 

Luisa smiled slightly. "You're made for Tia's side of the family," she murmured. 

Isabela focused on her hands and bright yellow flowers bloomed from nothing. 

"I'll get a vase!" Mirabel declared, scrambling to her feet and running out. 


Isabela handed Camilo one of the new flowers to explore before standing up to show the rest 
to Dolores. 


"Like them?" She asked, looking slightly concerned that she wouldn't. 
Dolores had to swallow hard again before nodding. 

"They're beautiful," she whispered. 

“ellow?" Camilo asked. 


"Si, they're yellow," Dolores told him. "Like your blanket." 


He grinned happily, cuddling the blanket close at the mention of it. Luisa awwed at the sight 
as Mirabel came running back into the room with a vase filled with water. 


"Don't run Mira," Isabela scolded lightly, taking the vase and putting the flowers in it. 
She rearranged them for a moment before setting them down on the table. 
The room felt a little bit brighter with the splash of colour. 


"What about you Dolores?" She asked, startling the quiet girl. "What colour flowers do you 
want? There's still space in the vase." 


She stuttered for a moment before Camilo answered for her. 

"Or'nge," he said confidently. 

Isabela smiled and added some orange flowers to the vase. They looked really nice together. 
"Gracias," Dolores whispered when she got her words back under control. 

"P'etty?" Camilo asked, still holding the original rose and one of the yellow flowers. 

"Very," Dolores assured him. 


He smiled again. "Gra..." he trailed off, losing the word and frowning in frustration. 


"Gra-ci-as." Dolores sounded it out slowly for him and he copied her. 


She couldn't help smiling. He was getting better. He just needed people who wouldn't yell at 
him for getting it wrong. 


"You're welcome," Isabela told them. "Consider it a welcome to the family present." 


And for the first time in as long as Dolores could remember... she actually felt welcome. 
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As Pepa and Felix approached their niños’ door, they heard their sobrinas’ voices coming 
from the room. Curious, Pepa quietly opened the door. 
And promptly melted. 


Isabela and Luisa were sitting on either side of Dolores, talking animatedly to her and getting 
the occasional quiet response. Dolores didn’t seem uncomfortable though. The ten-year-old 
looked almost in awe as she listened to the two. 


Meanwhile, Camilo was on the floor with Mirabel, a precarious pile of blocks between them. 
Mirabel seemed to have decided that their tower was tall enough since she took Camilo’s 
hand and they knocked it down together. Camilo had clearly been swept up in her enthusiasm 
since he was grinning as she laughed. 


It was a sight that just warmed her heart and judging from Felix’s wide smile, he was just as 
happy as she was. 


They were reluctant to interrupt, but Felix had promised Dolores that they’d be back early 
afternoon and she’d hate to be late. So Pepa pushed the door open and greeted them all 
cheerfully. 

Camilo made an excited noise and dropped the block he was holding, scrambling to his feet 
and running in her direction. Pepa swept him up in her arms the moment he was close enough 
and cuddled him close. 

“Hola Cami,” she greeted warmly. 

“Mami,” he said the word a bit slowly, clearly trying his best to get it right. 

She pressed a kiss to his forehead, her happiness brightening the sunlight outside. 


“You all look like you’re having fun,” Felix declared happily. “Are you having a good day 
Dolores?” 


Their hija gave a shy nod, watching as Felix set down the many shopping bags they’d 
gathered. 


"Sorry to interrupt sobrinas," he said apologetically. "But we need our niños to go through 
our shopping." 


"And to eat lunch," Pepa added. "It looks like you all missed it." 


Mirabel whined a little at having to go while the older girls looked surprised at the time. 
Luisa picked up Mirabel after they'd packed up the blocks and the three headed to the door. 


"See you around Dolores, Camilo," Isabela called back as they left the room. 


Felix followed them to fetch food for their niños while Pepa moved to sit on the bed next to 
Dolores, Camilo on her lap now. 


"Did you guys have fun?" She asked gently, pushing Dolores' curly hair out of her face. 
They needed to tie it back with something. 

The girl nodded shyly. "They're... nice," she whispered. 

"P'ay!" Camilo exclaimed and Pepa smiled. 

"Did you enjoy playing with the blocks?" She asked. 

He nodded eagerly. "Fun." 


She was so glad to see him happy and smiling. It suited him so much better than the nervous 
uncertainty. 


Felix returned with some plates of food that they ate together. Camilo seemed to really love 
the arepas Julieta had made so Pepa made a mental note to get more for him at some point. 


After lunch they had the two wash their hands before tackling the shopping bags. 


"First off, clothes," Pepa announced. "If you don't like something, let us know okay? And 
we'll exchange it." 


Both of them nodded, looking a little nervous now. Felix sat with Dolores, pulling the bag of 
skirts, blouses and dresses closer to her. Everything was yellow, red and orange. They hadn't 
been able to help it. They were their family colours. 


Camilo's bag was filled with pants and shirts in creams, yellows and browns. They'd tried to 
find the softest clothes they could along with embroidered ones. They wanted to start giving 
him things that he could enjoy even without his sight. 


As they pulled the clothes out, Dolores stared in shock. 


They may have gone a little overboard, but they wanted to give their niños everything they 
deserved and had always been denied. 


"There's so much..." she whispered. 
Felix chuckled. "Only the best for our niños." 


She hesitantly started looking at the clothes at his prompting, delicately picking up the 
different pieces of clothing to study with wide eyes. 


Meanwhile, Pepa had laid out Camilo’s clothes for him to explore, little hands running over 
the material curiously. He seemed delighted by the embroidery so she made a mental note to 
add some to his blanket at some point. 


She told him what he was inspecting if he seemed confused and also generally gave him the 
colour as well. He seemed pretty happy with their choices. From what Pepa had been able to 
gather, he only remembered colours vaguely, but knew what he liked already. 


After going through the clothes, which did seem to be a success overall, they pulled out the 
shoes for the pair to inspect too. 


Thankfully, they'd got all the sizes right. 


Dolores seemed overwhelmed by everything while Camilo just seemed excited over having 
new things. It was both adorable and sad how in awe he was over these things being his. 


"Mine?" He asked quietly, holding an embroidered shirt in his hands. 

"All yours," she assured. 

"Lots," he murmured, patting the clothing and shoes piled around him. 

Pepa was happy that he didn't seem as nervous about talking to her now. 

"There are. But we got them for you," she told him gently. "These clothes are all for you." 
He seemed just as stunned by that as his hermana was. 

Eventually, with the clothes finished, they got to the part Pepa was really excited about. 


Dolores outright gaped at the bag of books Felix set in front of her, stumbling over her words 
while he gently calmed her. 


"We want to spoil our niños," he told her softly. 


She still looked disbelieving that she was on the receiving end of that affection, staring at the 
books with wide, shocked eyes before reaching for one with a trembling hand. 


For Camilo, they'd gone for toys. He was only four and clearly hadn't had enough time to just 
play in his life. They wanted to change that. 


They'd wanted to get him toys that he would enjoy though. Bright colours wouldn't give him 
the joy it gave other niños. So they'd focused more on the feeling of the toys. 


Soft stuffed animals, a sensory blanket, toys that made noise or had interesting carvings on 
them. 


The extra effort was worth it as she got to watch Camilo explore the toys with wonder written 
across his face. 


He cuddled the stuffed toys, ran his fingers over engravings and carvings, squealed in 
delighted surprise when a toy made an unexpected noise and patted every new thing in reach 
with excitement. 


"Mine?" He breathed, quiet and disbelieving. 

Pepa ran her fingers through his hair. 

"Yours Cami," she murmured. "They're yours." 

He clambered into her lap a little clumsily to throw his arms around her neck in a hug. 
"Gra- gracias," he whispered, the word carefully sounded out. 

She wrapped her arms around the little boy and pressed a kiss into his hair. 


"Anything for you mijo," she said quietly. "My baby, mi sol. You deserve all the good things 
in the world." 


He buried his face in her shoulder and she rocked back and forth with him as he processed 
everything. 


Dolores was entirely absorbed in the books now, sharp eyes running over the covers and 
blurbs. They'd tried to get her a variety so that she could figure out what she liked the most. 


Felix caught her eye and beamed at her, Pepa returning the expression. 
Some might say that they went overboard with their shopping. But Pepa would disagree. 


Dolores and Camilo had been deprived of things they should have had from the start. 
Clothes, toys, books. They deserved all of that and more. 


Pepa and Felix were going to make sure that their niños were never neglected again, in any 
way. 


It still hurt to see the pair so awestruck over having their own possessions, but it would get 
better with time. 


And they'd dropped off a few bags at the orphanage as well in the hopes that no niño there 
went without these things either. 


Pepa held her hijo close and swore that these two were going to grow up happy and healthy 
in their care. 


Only the best for her babies. 
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Dolores had loved books since the moment she found a discarded one in the house one day. 
At the time, she hadn t been able to read but eventually, they became her escape from a 
terrible home life. 


She did her best to share that escape with Camilo, nurturing a love of stories in her hermano. 
She'd been looking forward to the time that they could read together. 


That dream seemed impossible now. 


They encouraged the siblings to change into the new clothes, Dolores choosing an orange 
dress with red highlights. 


Camilo picked one of the embroidered shirts and they matched pants to it for him to wear. 
They looked much better in clothes that fit them properly and didn't look worn and old. 


Dolores ran her hands down the skirt reverently while Camilo touched the material of his 
shirt curiously. 


Had they ever had new clothes before? Bought just for them? 

Felix shook the thought away and smiled as Pepa approached Dolores with a red ribbon. The 
little girl stood still as Pepa tied her hair back away from her face. It was still loose, but the 
curls didn't fall into her face anymore. 


"Now we can see that pretty face properly," Pepa cooed, cupping her cheeks gently. 


Dolores looked flustered by the compliment, hands fidgeting in her dress but not pulling 
away from Pepa. 


Felix scooped Camilo up and told him what his mama had done and the little boy beamed. 


"lores p'etty," he said firmly. 


"She's very pretty," Felix agreed with a chuckle. 
That only seemed to make Dolore even more flustered. 


After that, they packed all the shopping away. The clothes went into the dresser and closet 
while Dolores carefully packed the books onto the bookshelf. 


Pepa and Felix put the toys into the chest after making sure that Camilo knew where it was 
and could open it. 


They didn't want him to have to ask for help anytime he wanted a toy. 


Thankfully, because they all felt different, Camilo could tell the difference between the toys 
already. He proudly told them what each toy was as he handed them to Pepa to pack. 


"We've got such a clever hijo," she praised and Camilo gave them a shy smile. 


It did make Felix think though. He looked over at Dolores who was reading the back of one 
of the books curiously. 


"Dolores?" He called. 

She hummed, too distracted by the book to look up. 
"Did you go to school?" 

Pepa paused and turned to listen as well. 


"No," Dolores shook her head absently. "Madre and Padre said it was a waste. And I 
wouldn't go at the orphanage since Cami would be alone." 


Felix blinked at her. "Dolores? How did you learn to read?" 
She looked up now. "I taught myself." 

Felix gaped at her. 

"You taught yourself?" Pepa asked in shock. 

Dolores hummed, looking back at the book. "It wasn't hard." 
Pepa and Felix shared a look. She taught herself to read? 


They definitely needed to get her into a school, after catching her up on what she should 
know. 


Clearly, they had two clever niños on their hands. 


To make sure that Dolores didn't feel nervous, they asked Isabela to sit in on the lessons as 
well. 


She was happy to help and clearly wanted to get closer to her new prima. 


So she did the same work as Dolores as Felix caught her up on what she needed to know for 
school. 


She knew her reading already and was fairly good at writing too. Her numbers needed a bit of 
work though so Felix was focused on that. 


Pepa was sitting across the room with Camilo, giving him some lessons as well so that he 
didn't feel left out. He was a lot more nervous than his hermana though. While Dolores was 
soaking up all of the knowledge like a sponge, Camilo looked like he was dreading it. 


Pepa pulled him into her lap and took his hands in hers. 

"Just breathe Cami. This isn't something to be scared of. I promise, it'll be alright." 
He let out a quiet whine. 

"m dumb. Can't," he whispered. 


Pepa had to squash down her anger before she thundered. She hated that the people around 
him had made him fully believe that. 


"I don't think so Cami. But all I'm asking is that you try, okay?" 
He bit his lip. "Bu'... no see. No rea'." 

She pressed a kiss into his hair. 

"Trust me Cami," she murmured. "Just give it a chance?" 


He hesitated before nodding timidly. She gave him a quick hug and kissed his cheek before 
reaching for the bag nearby. She'd borrowed it from Mirabel after getting the idea. 


She picked out the block with the 'a' on it and wrapped his hands around it. 
"Can you remember this?" She asked gently. 

He frowned a little as he felt over it. 

"Bi'ck?" 


"Si, it's one of the blocks you played with before." She guided his hand to trace over the 
engraved letter. "This is what we're learning today." 


He made a confused noise, but traced over the letter a few times as Pepa guided his finger. 
"Around and up and down," she murmured. 


After a few repeats, she let go and he continued, copying what she'd been doing. 


"You know what that is Cami?" 
He shook his head nervously. 


"That's a letter. All the blocks have a letter on them. This one is the first letter of the alphabet. 
'a'. Can you say it?" 


He was still tracing over the engraving of the letter, concentrating. 


He tentatively opened his mouth and repeated what she said. She'd suspected that single 
letters wouldn't give him a problem, and she was glad to find that she was right. He could say 
the letter without a problem. 


"Very good Cami," she praised softly. He always looked so surprised to get praise that it hurt 
to see. "So this letter that you're tracing, that's 'a'." 


He carefully traced it again. "'a'." There was still some uncertainty in his voice and she made 
sure to praise him again. 


"Can you think of any words that start with 'a'?" She asked gently. "What sounds like it starts 
with 'a'?" 


He bit his lip anxiously but she waited patiently, running her fingers through his hair. 
"A...arepa?" He asked hesitantly. 

Pepa smiled widely. "Si, your favourite food. You like Tia's arepas, don't you?" 

He gave a small smile at that and nodded. 


She reached out and pulled a tray of sand closer, gently taking the block and shifting so that 
he was sitting on the floor in front of it with her kneeling next to him. 


"What's this?" She asked, guiding his hand to the tray. 
"S'nd," he said immediately, fingers digging into the sand. 


"Sí, sand," she agreed. She moved his hand and flattened the sand again. "Remember what 
was on the block?" 


Maton 


"Si," she moved his right hand to the middle of the tray. They were fairly sure he was right- 
handed by now. "Can you make that letter?" 


"Bu' no see," he said in confusion. 
"Remember what you felt Cami," she encouraged him. "Around, up and down." 


He frowned a little and bit his lip before he tentatively started drawing in the sand. 


"Around," she murmured. "Up. And down." 

The shape wasn't perfect of course. But it was recognisable. 

"Do you know what you did Cami?" She asked when he was finished. 
He shook his head, looking confused. 


"You just learned the letter 'a'. You could say what it was and you could even write it. And 
you did that all without seeing." 


He looked surprised and she pulled him into her lap again. 


"So that means that everyone that ever called you dumb was wrong. Because you learned a 
letter without even being able to see it." 


She turned her head and called Isabela over. Her sobrina came over quickly, looking curious. 
"Can you tell what this is?" Pepa asked, pointing at the tray of sand. 

Isabela looked down at it. "Uh, the letter a? Lowercase." 

Pepa smiled while Camilo inhaled sharply. 

"Cami wrote it." 


Isabela looked surprised before she grinned. "So both Dolores and Camilo are super smart. 
Dolores is going to do great in school!" 


"Sm'rt?" Camilo whispered while Dolores looked over at her name. 
"$i," Isabela chirped. "I didn't learn my letters until I was five." 


Pepa thanked her and sent her back to her lessons. She cuddled Camilo close and kissed his 
forehead. 


"You are clever Cami," she murmured. "You learn things really quickly and you remember 
them too. You know where everything in your room is. You know your different toys and you 
remember your different shirts too already. And it's only been two days! You can get to my 
room from yours without help. You are a clever boy Cami. It doesn't matter that you can't see. 
You can still learn." 


He looked stunned so she waited for him to process everything. 
"Can...lea'n?" He asked quietly. 
"You can," she told him confidently. 


"Ta... ta t'lk 'gain?" He asked in a small voice. 


"I believe you can," she murmured. "People just weren't helping you like they should. When 
you get proper help, you do just fine." 


He looked painfully hopeful. 

She took a deep breath before taking the plunge. 

"You can even learn to read, just in a different way." 

He made a confused noise. 

"There's a special alphabet, just for people who can't see." 

He looked shocked now. 

"We've been doing some research on it," she explained, turning to grab the book they'd found. 


She settled it over Camilo's lap and opened it. She was still thankful that the librarian had 
known about this in the first place, enough to explain it to them. 


She guided his hand to the first page and brushed his fingers over the surface. He let out a 
surprised noise and she let go of his hand to explore on his own. 


"This is braille," she murmured. "It's an alphabet for blind people. Each letter is a different 
shape of bumps. And there are books just made of these." 


He was running his fingers over the page, lips parted in shock. 


"It doesn't matter if you can't see, baby," she whispered. "You can still learn. You're blind. 
Not dumb. You are my clever little hijo and you can do it." 


He sniffled a little and turned, throwing his arms around her neck. 
"No dumb. No ce...cre-epy?" He asked in a whisper. 


"No baby," she held him tightly. "You're my smart, adorable hijo. Your eyes are pretty and 
you are a brilliant boy. You are perfect to me, to your hermana and to your papá. All those 
mean things people told you, they were wrong." 


He pressed his face into her dress and hiccuped out a sob. 

Pepa wondered how long he'd been waiting to hear that from someone other than Dolores. 
Too long. 

She held him close and whispered soothingly to him, rocking in place. 

The people around Camilo had hurt him so much with only Dolores supporting him. 


They were going to undo all that damage and make sure these two niños would thrive. 
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Dolores followed her hermano with a small smile. Every day in this family seemed to bring a 
new shock or surprise. 


Pepa and Felix were impossibly kind, always offering help or a kind word. They were turning 
the siblings' new room into a comfortable space where they actually felt safe and Dolores 
could still hardly believe it. 


And instead of just sending her to school like she'd been worried about when it came up, they 
were helping her catch up first. And they were even doing their best to teach Cami too! 
They'd found braille specifically for him and they were learning it themselves so that they 
could teach him properly. 


Camilo was over the moon about the chance to learn something like this. And they were 
trying so hard to show him that he cou/d learn, undoing all of the damage people did to his 
self-esteem. 


They'd also started helping him with his speaking too. They didn't get mad at him when he 
said something wrong or forgot a word, they just gently corrected him if it didn't interrupt 
something else he was doing. He was still nervous about speaking wrong, but their lack of 
anger was helping a lot. And their praise was too. They always made sure to tell Camilo 
when he was doing well and it was doing wonders for her hermano's confidence. 


And they'd only been there for two weeks! It was unbelievable. 


And the rest of the family was amazing too. The matriarch of the family still scared Dolores a 
bit. She was really stern and distant and sometimes Dolores got the feeling that she was 
fighting with Pepa about something. But she wasn't outright mean to the siblings. 


Julieta and Agustin were both very kind and Julieta just wanted to feed them all the time. 
Camilo loved it. 


And then there were the other niños in the house. 


Isabela and Luisa were pretty busy usually, like the rest of the family. But they still tried to 
spend time with Dolores and Camilo pretty often. Whether that was just hanging out and 
talking to each other or playing games. They always took some time to try and find a game 
that Camilo could also play or to find a way to change a game so that he could join. They 
never tried to leave him out and Dolores... she really liked them. 


Camilo already adored Mirabel. They'd played together a lot more and the little girl was 
amazing with him. She never insulted him or made him feel dumb. She just wanted to be his 
friend. 


Everyone was just so unbelievably nice... 


She hadn't seen much of Bruno, he wasn't even there for every meal. He seemed pretty 
nervous all the time and was always in his room. 


Today though, everyone was busy. So Dolores and Camilo were keeping themselves 
occupied. Her hermano was determined to learn the house so that's what he was doing today 
with Dolores behind him. 


Felix had carved Camilo a lightweight walking stick that he was learning to use. It made it 
easier for him to avoid things on the floor and move around in general, tapping it ahead of 
him lightly. 


He also loved the walking stick since it was covered in carvings that he constantly ran his 
fingers over if he wasn't using it. 


It still stunned her how far Felix and Pepa would go to make life easier for Camilo. They'd 
already gone through the whole house with him and showed him different things he could use 
as landmarks to help him. 


So they walked around the second floor, Camilo naming the doors as they went. He knew 
Felix and Pepa’s door immediately since it was right next to them, but remembering the 
others took him a moment sometimes. 


Eventually, they reached the hallway that led to Bruno's tower. Camilo hesitated since he 
hadn't been here yet. The stairs didn't have a railing he could hold onto. 


"Cami?" She asked softly when he lingered. 
"Say... hola?" He asked hopefully. 


He wanted to connect with the family so badly. They knew that Bruno had stayed behind 
again today too. He never seemed to go into the village with the others. 


"Okay," she agreed after a moment, reaching out to squeeze his shoulder. "But be really 
careful on the stairs." 


He nodded eagerly and made his way down the hallway with one hand on the wall. 


When his walking stick hit the first step, Dolores took his hand to help him balance as he 
carefully climbed up the stairs to the glowing door above them. 


Dolores made sure that he was steady at the top before knocking politely. She didn't know 
much about Bruno and hoped he wouldn't be annoyed by their visit. 


Camilo leaned into her side, fiddling with the walking stick nervously. He really was trying to 
socialise more but he couldn't help his anxiety after all the people who had hurt him. 


Dolores looked back up when the door opened. 


Bruno stood there in his usual green ruana, blinking at them in confusion. He tapped out a 
nervous rhythm on the doorway almost automatically as he looked at them and Camilo 
cocked his head as he listened to the sound. 


"Uh..." he trailed off, clearly unsure of what to do. 


"Cami wanted to say hello," Dolores told him softly. The words weren't too bad today, but 
they weren't easy either. 


"Hola," Camilo murmured, leaning into Dolores' side and partially hiding. 

He still got shy a lot. 

"Um, hola," Bruno said awkwardly. 

He shuffled on his feet and looked around. 

"Your parents still in town?" He asked hesitantly. 

Dolores hummed and nodded her head. 

"Wat'ring fi'lds," Camilo said slowly, struggling with the newer words. 

"Ah, it's been hot lately," Bruno murmured. He didn't look happy to hear it though. 
Dolores knew that Felix didn't like it either but she didn't know why yet. 

Camilo shifted his weight anxiously for a moment before blurting his question out. 
"P'ay?" He asked hopefully. 


He was trying so hard... he just wanted them to like him. With the easy acceptance from 
Pepa and Felix, he craved it from more people. 


She could understand. Kindness was addictive and Dolores was still disbelieving that this 
might be permanent. 


Bruno blinked down at them. "Huh?" 


"P'ay?" Camilo asked again. "P'ay wit' Isa, Lu an' Mira. Wit' mami, papi an' ‘lores. An' Tia an' 
Tio. P'ay wit! you too?" 


He looked so hopeful and Dolores could practically see Bruno fold like wet tissue in the face 
of that expression. 


"Okay Cami," he murmured. "Do... you want to come in?" 


Camilo lit up and nodded eagerly. He'd been in most of the magic rooms and he loved them. 
He adored how soft Pepa's room was. He loved the smells in Isabela’s flowery room and all 
the pillows in Luisa's. 


Bruno nervously opened the door wider. 
"Just, uh, mind the sand..." 
Dolores blinked in surprise. 


Sand? 
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Camilo squealed with delight as he rolled down the sand hill for the tenth time. Dolores was 
holding his cane for him as he scrambled up the hill and rolled down again, having the time 
of his life. 


“Cami loves sand,” Dolores explained softly when she noticed that Bruno still looked baffled 
as he watched her hermanito. “He likes the texture.” 


“Oh...” Bruno watched Camilo go rolling down again. “At least... he’s happy?” he offered 
uncertainly. 


Dolores hummed, smiling softly as Camilo stopped rolling around to dig his hands into the 
sand, a wide smile on his face. He paused for a moment, cocking his head and she knew what 
he wanted without him having to ask. 


“Over here Cami,” she called. 
Satisfied that she was still close, he continued digging in the sand happily. 


“How... how are you settling in?” Bruno asked awkwardly. He seemed pretty unsure in 
general, shifting his weight and looking lost. Like he didn’t know how to interact with them. 


“Well,” she decided on after a moment of thought. “Everyone is very kind and Pepa and Felix 
have helped a lot.” 


He nodded absently. “I always knew they’d make good parents,” he admitted. 


Dolores looked down at the cane in her hands. They really were good parents. Far better than 
those people they’d lived with before. 


Felix and Pepa cared and did everything they could to make their lives easier and happier. 
They encouraged Camilo and made them both feel safe and like they actually belonged. They 
made her feel like they wanted her. Not the quiet, obedient girl that everyone else saw. 


“They are,” she whispered. “They’re... really good people.” 


Bruno nodded in agreement. 


“They love you,” he added, not sounding uncertain in the least now. “Both of you. They 
aren’t going to leave you.” 


She tightened her hold on the cane slightly. 

“How do you know?” she asked. “They could change their minds...” 

“They won’t,” he said confidently, before hesitating. “Do you know what my Gift is?” 
Dolores nodded. “You can see the future.” 


She’d heard the villagers whisper about him a lot. None of their stories seemed true though. 
He wasn’t some evil villain. He was awkward and skittish and he kept tapping on everything 
nervously in some kind of pattern. So he was weird. But not scary. 


She always knew the villagers lied though. 


“And I saw you two. Pepa and Felix never leave you,” he said softly. “You’re their hija. And 
Camilo is their hijo. They will never leave you.” 


She looked up at him with wide eyes. He- they wouldn’t? They wouldn’t grow tired of them? 
“They love you,” he repeated quietly. “That never changes.” 

“Oh...” she whispered, any other words escaping her. 

They loved her? And Camilo? 

They loved them? 

“lores!” Camilo called, breaking into her thoughts. “P’ay!” 


She smiled a little and told him that she was coming. Before she did though, she looked up at 
Bruno. 


“Gracias,” she whispered. “Tio.” 
He startled but she quickly hurried over to join Camilo in the sand. 
This was her family... Her Tios and Tia. Her primas and Abuela. Her... mama and papá. 


She and Camilo had a family. And maybe... maybe they weren’t going to leave them. Maybe 
they were different. 


Pepa felt both bewildered and amused to find Camilo coated in sand. Dolores was looking up 
at her nervously while Camilo happily used his cane to make his way back to their room. 


“Did you visit your Tio?” she asked with a smile. 


Dolores relaxed at the lack of anger in her tone while Camilo perked up. 


“Mami!” he called happily, running in her direction. 


She stepped to the side so that she could scoop him up and cuddle him. After a long day of 
crying by the fields, this was just what she needed. A cuddle with her hijo. 


She dusted some sand out of Camilo’s hair with an amused smile as she walked to stand by 
Dolores. 


“How did you even get so covered in the sand?” 
“Wheee!” Camilo immediately answered. 
“Cami liked rolling down the hill,” Dolores told her as Pepa pulled her into a side hug. 


“I remember doing that when I was your age,” she admitted with a chuckle, kissing Camilo’s 
cheek. “But you need a bath.” 


Camilo whined but didn’t protest, cuddling into her arms. 

“Did you have fun with your Tio?” she asked as they started towards the pairs’ room. 
Camilo nodded eagerly. “P’ay in san’!”’ he declared. 

“In the sand?” Pepa asked. 

Camilo nodded. “Sand,” he repeated and she smiled. 


He was good at picking up subtle corrections like that and they didn’t make him anxious. 
Blatant corrections made him upset and nervous so they generally stuck to more indirect 
ones. And they were working. 


Camilo chattered about Bruno and his room as Pepa took him into the bathroom to clean up. 
Dolores passed her clean clothes for him without needing to be asked and Camilo was free of 
sand in no time. Thankfully, Dolores had only needed to give her skirt a dust-off once outside 
of Bruno’s room and she was good. 


“All clean,” Pepa declared and Camilo raced back into his room towards the dresser. 


She watched proudly as he reached up to feel over the top until he found the comb. He was 
learning where everything was so quickly it was amazing. She didn’t know how anyone 
could have ever thought that he wasn’t a smart little boy. 


Camilo ran back over to her and she sat on the bed with Dolores to comb through his hair. 


“Lo siento,” she found herself saying. “For leaving you two alone today. We had a lot of work 
to do.” 


Dolores looked surprised at the apology. 


“Wat’ring?” Camilo asked, sitting in her lap as she brushed through his curls. They needed a 
cut soon. 


Pepa grimaced at the mention of her work. “Sí,” she sighed. “I was watering the fields.” 


Camilo frowned slightly. “You no like?” He asked, concern in his voice now. Dolores was 
also looking at her oddly. 


Pepa hummed. “I don’t like my job. But it needs to be done.” 
They continued to look confused before Dolores’ eyes suddenly widened. 
“You were watering the fields but your Gift reacts to your mood. How do you make it rain?” 


Pepa didn’t really want to answer that but Camilo seemed to figure it out, twisting around to 
grab at her dress. 


“Mami c’y?” he asked in distress and Pepa’s heart ached. 
“Sometimes I have to,” she explained gently. 
“No c’y!” he protested and she pressed a kiss to his forehead. 


“Don’t worry baby. I just read some sad stories to cry. It’s not bad crying.” It just wasn’t her 
favourite thing to do... only being able to help the village by crying for rain in the fields or 
being happy for sunny weather. 


Camilo pouted. “Don’ ‘ike c’y,” he insisted, words slipping a little since he was upset. 


Pepa hugged him close and sighed. “I don’t like it either baby. But sometimes you don’t like 
your job.” 


She glanced down when Dolores leaned against her side timidly. “That’s not fair,” she 
whispered. “Crying isn’t nice.” 


Pepa wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “I’m okay,” she assured them. “You two already 
made me feel better.” 


“Us?” Camilo asked. 


Pepa hummed. “You make me happy,” she explained gently. “When I see you, the sun comes 
out. It’s shining brightly outside now.” 


That seemed to calm Camilo a little at least, but he still wasn’t happy. She rubbed his back 
gently and pressed a kiss into Dolores’ hair. 


“Are you happy mama?” Dolores asked, making Pepa’s breathing hitch. 


She glanced at her hija to find Dolores looking down, her face out of view. 


“When I’m with you two, I’m very happy,” she told the girl softly. “Seeing you two makes 
me smile every time.” 


Dolores turned slightly to tentatively hug her while Camilo clung to her dress. 

“The village is mean,” the ten-year-old whispered. 

Pepa sighed. They’d only had bad experiences with them after all. “They can be.” She held 
her babies close and smiled softly to herself. “But if anyone is ever mean to you, you know 
what to do right?” 

“Tell you or papa,” Dolores answered immediately. 


“Good girl,” Pepa knew that the sunshine outside was growing stronger. 


Felix was going to cry when Dolores called him her papa. 
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Isabela was confused and nervous when her Tio Bruno suddenly showed up in front of her in 
the village. He looked anxious, like usual, but also worried. 
He was almost never in town. And rarely around her outside of meals. 
"Isabela," he looked relieved to see her. "It's Dolores and Camilo. They need help." 


That had her full attention and she forgot about her confusion and reservations about her 
weird Tio immediately. Her primos had gone into town today with Tia Pepa and Tio Felix. 
What happened? 


She followed him quickly, worried now. She might not spend time with her Tio, but her 
mamá had told her to listen if he ever had a vision. And this sounded like he had one about 
her primos. 


They headed to a quieter part of town and Isabela's heart dropped when they turned the 
corner. 


A group of kids, some older than her, were surrounding Dolores and shoving her around. She 
seemed frantic about something and kept trying to escape the circle but they just pushed her 
back in. 


Her prima was crying, mouth open but no words coming as she panicked. 


Isabela had never felt so angry before in her life and she didn't even try to push the emotion 
down for once. How dare they?! 


"What the hell do you think you're doing?!" She shouted, running forward and shoving her 
way through the bullies roughly. 


There were some surprised exclamations but she ignored them and rushed over to Dolores. 


The other girl looked like a mess. Her clothes were ruffled and dusty from falling to the 
ground multiple times. Her hands were scraped as well and the ribbon that she'd been using 


to keep her hair back was in some girl's hands. 


Isabela snatched it back viciously and quickly pushed her prima's curls out of her face and 
tied it back again. 


Dolores stared at her with wide, wet eyes before grabbing her wrist. 
"Cami," she choked out desperately and Isabela’s blood ran cold. 
Camilo wasn't here, wasn't with her. 

Isabela spun around to face the confused-looking leader of the group. 
"Where is he?" She demanded. 

"Isabela-" 


"Where is he?!" She snarled, a vine whipping up to grab his ankle and stop him from backing 
up as she advanced. 


Tio Bruno had moved over to comfort Dolores behind her and the kids were staring at him 
too. He was ignoring them and focused on her crying prima though and Isabela was grateful 
for that. 


It let her focus on these bullies. 


She jerked her hand back and the boy yelped as the vine pulled his foot out and sent him to 
the ground. 


"Where is my primo?!" She demanded again. 

Abuela would be horrified by her behaviour if she could see her now but Isabela didn't care. 
Her four-year-old primo was missing and Dolores was crying. 

Isabela was angry. 

The boy screamed when he was yanked upside down and Isabela glared at him. 


"I- I don't know," he stuttered, staring at her with wide eyes. "Hugo took him. I- I don't know 
where they went." 


Isabela made a noise of frustration while Dolores let out a sob. 


"I don't want to see any of you near my family again," she snarled, dropping the boy with a 
disgusted sneer and spinning back to her prima. 


She reached out and grabbed her hand. "Let's go find him," she told her firmly. They would 
find him. Even if they had to search the entire village. 


Dolores wiped at her eyes and nodded shakily. She was really quiet, but that was okay. 
Isabela would ask all the questions to get the answers they needed if Dolores didn't have the 
words today. 


"I'll go find your parents," Tio Bruno assured Dolores softly before rushing off. 


Isabela gripped her prima's hand tightly and pushed her way out of the circle, ignoring their 
attempts to justify themselves. 


Isabela didn't care what they said. She just noted who was involved and swore to herself that 
they wouldn't get away with this. 


The two girls ran through the village, searching for whoever Hugo was. 
As they ran, the sky clouded over and Isabela hoped that her Tia found them quickly. 


Dolores' hitched breathing distracted her from the weather and she stopped running, 
following her prima's frightened gaze. 


There was a boy talking to another two kids further down the street, waving a walking stick 
around as he gestured wildly. 


Camilo's walking stick. The one Tio Felix had made especially for him. 


If there was a single scratch on it, she was going to punch that boy. She might punch him 
anyway. 


Isabela let go of Dolores' hand and stormed forward, grabbing the walking stick and spinning 
the boy around. She guessed this was Hugo then. 


"Where is he?!" She demanded furiously. 


She couldn't see her primo anywhere and she was getting scared. What did they do? Was he 
okay? Was he hurt? Scared? 


"I-Isabela?" Hugo asked in confusion. He looked past her and scowled when he spotted 
Dolores. "Why do you care about the freaks?" 


Isabela saw red. She didn't even realise what she was doing until Hugo was sprawled on the 
floor, clutching his face and staring fearfully at her. 


Her hand hurt. 
She'd punched him. She didn't regret it either. 
"Where is he?" She hissed. 


He pushed himself up and glared at her. 


"He's just a freaky blind boy!" He snapped. "He doesn't deserve to be a Madrigal! It's not 
fair!" 


Isabela stepped forward, gripping the walking stick so tightly that it hurt. She didn't know 
what she was about to do, but she didn't have to do anything in the end. 


Thunder cracked above them and Isabela smirked as Hugo paled. 


She stepped back just as her Tia stormed past her, glancing back to see that Dolores was 
already in Tio Felix's arms as he soothed her. She was crying again and clinging to his shirt. 


Lightning flashed and thunder rumbled as Tia Pepa glared down at Hugo. 
"Where is mi hijo?" She asked, voice low and dangerous. 

Hugo swallowed hard. 

"In- in an alley-" 

He yelped as thunder cracked again. 

"Papa, papa," Dolores stammered. "He's- he must be so scared-" 


She broke off with a sob and Isabela's heart ached. They'd just started to feel safe and 
comfortable in Casita recently. And these stupid bullies had to hurt them during their first 
visit to town with the family. Some emergency had probably pulled their parents away, 
leaving them vulnerable. People always needed specific weather or Tio Felix's help. 


"It's okay mija," Tio Felix whispered. "We'll find him." 


Tia Pepa ordered Hugo to show them where Camilo was and he nodded frantically, 
scrambling to his feet and walking quickly ahead of them. Isabela caught sight of Tio Bruno 
nearby, looking anxious. She was suddenly hit by the realisation that if he hadn't had a vision 
and come into the village, they might not have realised what was happening until much too 
late. 


She resolved to hug her Tio and thank him when this was all over. His visions weren't as bad 
as people said they were. 


Camilo was scared. 
He didn't know where he was and he was alone. 


Hugo had dragged him away from Dolores, taken his new walking stick from papi and left 
him somewhere quiet that smelled bad. 


Camilo had tried calling out a couple of times but no one had responded so he'd long since 
fallen silent again. 


His hands hurt from running them over the ground and wall, having been scraped raw, but he 
still didn't know what to do. So he sat with one hand pressed against the wall and cried. He 
was scared. He wanted Dolores. He wanted his papi. 


He wanted his mami. 


He sniffled and tilted his head when loud thunder rumbled overhead. That meant that mami 
was mad, didn't it? He hoped she wasn't mad at him. He didn't mean to get lost or lose his 
walking stick. 


Hugo said that they'd realise how useless he was when he couldn't even find his way home on 
his own and the thought made fresh tears well up in his eyes and he tried to wipe them away, 
the new blindfold getting in the way. Hugo had put it on. He said no one wanted to see his 
eyes and Camilo couldn't get it off though since it was tied too tightly. Or maybe he was too 
dumb to... 


The little boy sniffled. He was trying. He was trying to learn and get better. But it was hard. 
Mami and papi said that it was okay that it was hard. They never got mad or impatient with 


him. 


But the villagers always seemed to get frustrated. And the other kids always got annoyed 
with him and said he was creepy and stupid. Hugo said he shouldn't be with his new family 
because he didn't deserve them. 


They were special and he wasn't. 


The words hurt because he really liked his new family. He wanted them to like him and it 
seemed like they did! But what if he was just being dumb like Hugo said and they didn't 
actually want him? Maybe he did irritate them and they wouldn't come and find him now that 
he was lost? 


He hoped they kept Dolores... she was the best so they had to love her, right? 


Another loud crack of thunder sounded and Camilo huddled against the wall. He didn't know 
if he was covered by anything and hoped that it didn't start raining. 


He hiccupped on a quiet sob and tugged at the blindfold again but it didn't budge. 
He wanted to go home. 

"Cami!" 

Camilo’s head snapped to the side towards the voice in shock. 

"Mami?" He asked in a small, shaky voice. 


He flinched when a hand unexpectedly cupped his cheek but then recognised the smell of rain 
and sunshine. 


"I'm here mijo," she promised. "It's okay. Mami is here." 


Camilo let out a relieved sob as she pulled him into a hug and clung to her dress. 


"Mami!" 
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Pepa held her shaking boy close as he burst into fresh tears. She was practically vibrating 
with anger over the state of her hijo. 


They'd found him in a dark alley, left hidden in the shadows by a dustbin. He'd been crying 
and his palms were scraped raw from no doubt trying to figure out where he was. There were 
traces of blood on the bricks of the wall behind him and on the ground. There was red 
smeared on his face as well from when he rubbed at it and also on the makeshift blindfold 
someone had tied around his head. He must have been tugging on the material to try and get 
it loose. The rag was soaked through from his tears and Pepa wanted to spin around and 
scream at the boy who did this to her baby. Who caused Dolores this distress and made her 
hija cry. 


But her niños were her priority. Felix was taking care of Dolores so she focused on Camilo. 
"I've got you Cami," she cooed at the boy in her arms. "It's okay, you're safe. Mami is here." 


He curled into her hold, bleeding hands holding her dress in a death grip. She didn't care 
about the bloodstains though. She just wanted her baby to stop crying. 


She rubbed his back gently as she started working on the blindfold. It was painfully tight 
around his head and she had to hold back thunder, not wanting to scare him more than he 
already was. 


"Do you, um, do you need help?" Bruno asked timidly, having moved closer. 


Pepa gave a grateful nod and moved to hold Camilo more securely while her hermano picked 
at the knot until the blindfold came loose. 


"Gracias," she murmured. 


She was going to thank him properly later and probably hug the life out of him for what he'd 
done. He'd left Casita and come into town when he realised her babies were in trouble and 
she was infinitely grateful for that. 


"Can I see your hands baby?" She asked gently. 
Camilo sniffled softly but let go of her dress to show her his scraped-up palms. She grimaced 
at the sight. He must have been so panicked to have kept going despite how much his hands 


must have hurt. 


She took them gently in her own. "We'll get you some of your Tia's food and it'll feel much 
better okay?" 


He nodded slightly and she bent to press a kiss to his forehead. 

"Are you hurt anywhere else?" She asked. 

He nodded again after a moment and reached down to pat at his left ankle. 

"Sor'." He told her softly. "Afr p'sh." His words always got worse when he was distressed. 


Pepa couldn't help shooting a glare at Hugo who was being watched closely by Isabela. He 
flinched at the look. 


"Okay, you might have twisted it. Anywhere else?" 


He shook his head and she couldn't see anything else except a few scrapes on his arms and 
legs. 


"I'm going to pick you up now, okay Cami?" She asked. 


He curled closer to her again and nodded against her dress. His hands were held close to his 
chest now and she was worried over how painful they must be. 


Pepa scooped him up into her arms carefully before standing up and turning to the others. 


Felix was comforting Dolores who was watching her hermano avidly. She'd been silent since 
they found her and Isabela again though. 


"Dolores is right here too," Pepa murmured and some of the tension left Camilo. 
Dolores managed a quiet hum and Camilo turned his head in her direction. 


"She's okay," Felix assured as Pepa walked closer to them. He reached out and gently ran his 
fingers through Camilo's hair. "Your Tio Bruno realised something was wrong and found 
Isabela to help." 


Isabela suddenly roughly pushed Hugo forward. 


"Apologise," she snapped, sounding harsher than Pepa had ever heard her. "Apologise to mi 
primos." 


Hugo hesitated, glancing between Dolores and Camilo. Dolores edged slightly behind Felix 
who wrapped a comforting arm around her shoulders. 


"Apologise," Isabela insisted sharply. 
"Lo siento," Hugo mumbled. 
"Louder." 

He flinched at Isabela’s tone. 


"Lo siento," he said more clearly. 


Dolores hummed and Camilo only tucked his face into Pepa’s shoulder. 
"I don't want to see you near my niños again," Pepa warned him. 

"We'll be speaking to your guardians," Felix added. 

The boy winced and scurried off hurriedly. 


"He's gone," Pepa assured Camilo softly when he was out of sight and the little boy relaxed a 
little more. He'd tensed up when Hugo had spoken the first time. 


"Mean," he whispered. 

"He was very mean," she agreed, pressing a kiss to his hair. 
"Sa- say no l'k," he mumbled. "F'r me." 

Her heart just broke at the uncertainty in his voice. 


"Camilo," she said softly, nudging his chin up and cupping his cheek in her hand. "We will 
always look for you. You are our hijo and we love you so much. We will always find you and 
bring you home. No matter what. That boy was lying okay? He was saying mean things just 
to hurt you. You are our baby and nothing will ever change that." 


He sniffled softly and threw his arms around her neck, cuddling close. 

"L’ve 'ou mami," he whispered. 

She smiled. "I love you too Cami." 

She pressed a kiss to his hair again. She was so tired of people hurting her niños. 


She stepped closer to the others and reached out to run her fingers lightly through Dolores' 
curls. 


"Are you okay mija?" She asked. 


Dolores' eyes flicked up to her and away, but she nodded silently. She had a tight hold of 
Felix's shirt while he still had an arm around her shoulders. 


"Let's go home, okay?" Pepa asked gently, getting another nod from the girl. 


Felix reached out and gently ruffled Camilo's hair again. He was also worried about the little 
boy. They hadn’t seen him this quiet and upset since the day they adopted the pair. 


"Isabela?" Pepa asked. 


Her sobrina looked up and shook her head. "I'm going to find mama and let her know what 
happened." 


Pepa nodded in agreement to that and Isabela hugged Dolores quickly, handed the walking 
stick to Felix and told Camilo to feel better soon before hurrying off. 


Bruno stuck close to them as they started back towards Casita. 
"Was it a vision?" Felix asked quietly as they walked. 

Bruno flinched but nodded nervously. 

"Gracias," Felix said genuinely. 


Bruno looked like he didn't know how to handle the thanks while Dolores looked up at him 
with wide, grateful eyes as well. 


Pepa held Camilo close, waiting for him to stop shaking. 
She was punching the next person who claimed that her hermano's visions were cursed. 
He'd saved her niños today. How could cursed visions possibly do that? 


This village was full of shit. 
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Camilo held tightly to his mami dress, his other hand gripping her braid. His hands hurt but 
he didn’t want to let go. The scent of sunshine and rain was helping to calm him down a lot 
and he tried to curl as close to her as he could. She was humming softly and he listened 
closely to her voice. 


She was here. She was really here. Dolores was safe too and with papi and mami was holding 
him and he wasn’t alone now. They came to find him when he was lost. 


He let out a shaky breath. Hugo had lied. They did come looking for him. They did care 
about him. 


He felt his mami rub his back comfortingly and press a kiss to his hair. He was okay. He 
wasn't lost anymore. He didn't have to be scared anymore. 


Camilo turned his head to the side slightly when he heard clattering tiles. That was Casita. 
They were home? 


"They're okay," he heard papi say softly. Was Casita worried about them? 


A few moments later, Camilo let out a panicked whine when his mami shifted him a little and 
he held onto her dress tightly. He didn't want to be put down yet. He still felt shaky and he 
couldn't focus enough to figure out where he was in the house. 


She soothed him immediately. "It's okay Cami. I'm just sitting down. I'm not putting you 
down. I'm not done cuddling you yet." 


Her words calmed him again and he nodded against her dress. 


She moved him a little so that when she sat down, he was on her lap and still wrapped up in 
her arms. 


"We're going to eat something, Cami," she explained. "Dolores is right next to us and your 
papi is getting some food." 


He felt Dolores rest her hand over his where it was twisted in their mami's dress. 

"And your Tio Bruno is going to eat with us too," mami continued. 

"I am?" Tio Bruno sounded a little confused at that. 

"You are," mami said firmly. "You know that your Tio is why we found you so quickly? He 


saw that something bad had happened in one of his visions so he went to get help for you 
two." 


Camilo perked up a bit at that. He'd helped save Dolores and him? 
"Tio s've?" He asked, words still more clumsy than usual. 


"He did," mami agreed. "He found Isabela who scared off the bullies. And then came to find 
your papi and me." 


Camilo was in awe. His Tio saw the future and came to save them? He was so cool. He was a 
hero! 


"H'g?" He asked shyly. 
"You want to give your Tio a hug?" Mami asked and he nodded. 


She pressed a kiss to his forehead before picking him up and setting him in Tio Bruno's lap. 
His Tio was spluttering and not making much sense with his words. That was okay though. 
Words were hard sometimes. 


Camilo reached up to carefully hug his Tio, taking a moment to wrap them around his neck. 
He reached out to steady Camilo automatically and the little boy nuzzled against his shoulder. 


He was careful with his words now. He wanted to say it right. 

"Gra-ci-as Tio," he said slowly. 

His Tio made a funny noise he didn't understand before hugging him back gently. 
"You don't have to thank me Cami," he murmured. 


Camilo made a disagreeing noise. He quickly got distracted by the strange material under his 
hands though and started patting at it. 


“Uh...” Tio Bruno sounded very confused. 

“Shir’ w’ird,” Camilo said with a frown. It had long sleeves. Or... No sleeves? 
“That’s not a shirt baby,” Mami explained gently. “Your Tio is wearing a ruana.” 
“R’ana?” 

“Ruana.” 


“Ru-ana?” the new word was weird but Camilo liked it. It wasn’t too hard to say if he went 
slow. “Ruana.” 


“That’s it,” his mami sounded happy and proud like she always did when he was better with 
his words. She was never mad or disappointed when he got them wrong though. His papi was 
the same. 


They made it feel a lot less scary to talk. 


“Wha’ ru-ana?” he asked curiously. 

“Um, it’s like- uh, wearing a blanket?” Tio Bruno said, sounding nervous. “Like a shirt.” 
Camilo perked up. “B’anket?” 

“Si?” he squeaked a little. Tio Bruno was a little weird but also really cool. 


“Wan’ ru-ana,” Camilo decided. Wearing a blanket sounded amazing. Like a fluffy hug all 
the time! 


He heard Dolores let out a soft huff of laughter and mami ran her fingers through his hair. 
“You want a ruana?” 

“Por fa-vor,” he sounded it out carefully. 

“Well, how do you say no to that?” Tio Bruno asked. 


Papi laughed, coming closer with arepas. Camilo could smell them and his mouth watered a 
little. 


“You don’t Bruno,” papi said cheerfully. “We’ll get you a ruana Cami.” 


Camilo smiled happily. He was getting a ruana! He squirmed around a little to face the table 
while still staying in Tio Bruno’s lap. He almost slipped off but his Tio caught him quickly. 


“Careful, careful,” he murmured. 


Camilo leaned back against his Tio happily. He smelled like the sand in his room and the little 
boy kind of wanted to go rolling down the hills in there again. 


“Hungry Cami?” papi asked and Camilo was distracted from his thoughts and nodded 
eagerly. 


“Arepa?” he asked hopefully. 
“Si, arepas,” mami said and he could hear the smile in her voice. 


She was sitting right next to Zio Bruno and Camilo liked that she was so close. Dolores was 
sitting on his other side and he heard his papi sit down across from him. 


He felt safe when he was surrounded by family. 


Camilo bit happily into the arepa when his papi put one in his hands and he hummed happily 
when all the pain vanished. His hands didn’t hurt anymore and his ankle wasn’t throbbing. 
He felt all better already. 


He listened as his mami and papi talked to Tio Bruno while he ate a few arepas. 


Dolores was humming next to him now and then and everything bad that happened felt really 
far away. 


When he was finished eating, he decided that he wanted more cuddles and reached out 
towards his mami’ voice. She swept him up into a hug immediately and he snuggled close. 


“Do you feel better baby?” she asked gently. 
He hummed and nodded, trying to hide a yawn in her dress. 
“Sleepy now Cami?” she murmured. “Do you need a nap?” 


Camilo grumbled a little and hid his face. He didn’t really want to sleep. He was scared of 
having nightmares about what happened. 


“No nap,” he mumbled. 
His mami hummed and pressed a kiss into his hair. 


“Well, I’m pretty tired. So I’m going to take a nap. But I don’t want to stop cuddling mi 
pequeno sol yet. So how about we take a nap together?” 


He thought about that for a moment. He did feel pretty safe when his mami was there. Maybe 
she’d keep the nightmares away? 


““Lores?” he asked. 

She gave one of her yes-hums and he relaxed a bit at that. 
“An’ papi?” he asked hopefully. 

Papi chuckled and ruffled his hair gently. 

“A nap sounds nice I think.” 

A nap with all of them sounded a lot less scary. 

“an Tio?” 

“Eh?” 


“Oh that’s a great idea mijo,” mami said brightly. “I haven’t cuddled mi hermanito in too 
long.” 


“Wait, what, Pepa we’re the same age-” 
“I was born before you.” 
“By minutes!” 


“So I’m wiser by minutes. And I say that this idea is brilliant.” 


“Pepa-” 
“Por fa-vor?” Camilo tried. 
There was a beat of silence before Tio Bruno sighed. “How does anyone say no to that?” 


Mami cuddled Camilo close. “Sounds like your Tio is joining us for a nap,” she whispered 
and Camilo smiled. 


A nap while he got to cuddle so much of his family sounded like the best kind of nap. The 
day started out really scary, but it just got a lot better. 


Maybe he could roll down the sand after he woke up? 
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Pepa stared down at the little boy curled up in her arms, peacefully asleep. Dolores was 
sleeping between her and Felix while Bruno was on her other side, also dead asleep. 
She was tired of the village hurting her family. 
They treated Bruno like a curse despite everything he did for them. 


They treated Camilo like a nuisance and looked down on him for things he couldn't control. 
And they wanted Dolores to be someone she wasn't. 


She was tired of seeing them hurt. 
"Pepi?" Felix asked quietly beside them. 


“No more,” Pepa murmured, looking up at Felix. “I’m putting my foot down. The next time 
someone hurts any of them, they’re getting a hurricane. I don’t care what mamá says.” 


Felix only smiled at her. 
“PI be right there with you mi amor. Your storms have never frightened me.” 


She couldn’t help but return the smile. She felt like she could do anything with Felix’s 
support. She still didn’t know how she was so lucky that she got him as a husband. 


He’d never been bothered by her weather. 


Felix smiled as he listened to Mirabel and Camilo’s laughter. The pair were playing with 
Bruno and having the time of their lives. His hijo had started wanting to spend more time 
with his Zio Bruno and Pepa had convinced her hermano to act as babysitter when they were 
busy. They didn’t want to leave Camilo and Dolores alone and vulnerable again. Apparently, 
they couldn’t trust the village to step in when the pair were being bullied. 


He was still angry about that. 


But the result had been Mirabel following Camilo and eagerly latching onto her Tio as well 
and poor Bruno didn’t know what to do about his new ducklings. Neither niño was bothered 
by his awkwardness though, bulldozing through it with questions and requests for stories and 
games. 


Another side effect of Bruno playing babysitter was that he was in town more. As much as 
going out made the man anxious, he still insisted that Camilo shouldn’t be cooped up indoors. 


Pepa had near squeezed the life out of him the first time she saw him nervously walking 
through town with Camilo and Mirabel. 


Felix looked up from his work as their laughter grew louder and smiled to himself as the 
three came into sight. Camilo was holding onto Bruno’s ruana with one hand while Mirabel 
held his other. The girl was talking at high speed and Camilo was clearly focused on 
listening. 


“Don’t see your cuñado out much usually. Those niños have him wrapped around their 
fingers, don’t they?” Diego asked with a chuckle. 


Felix grinned. “They do. Dolores does as well.” 


His hija had decided that she trusted Bruno enough to leave Camilo with him while she spent 
some time with Isabela. Felix’s sobrina had become viciously protective of her primos ever 
since the bullying incident. 


He waved at Bruno, gesturing him over. It still upset him to see all the dark looks being 
thrown at the man but the first and only time someone tried to chase Bruno off while he was 
taking care of Camilo and Dolores, a hurricane had hit and blown off some roofs. The 
villagers were keeping their mouths shut now. Felix’s friends were so delighted by Pepa’s 
decision to finally stand up for herself and her family that they didn’t even mind that they had 
to fix the damage afterwards. 


“Hola Tio Felix!” Mirabel called when they got closer. 


Camilo immediately perked up. “Papi?” he asked in excitement and Felix couldn’t help 
taking a break to pick up and cuddle his hijo. 


“You having a good day mijo?” he asked, settling the boy on his hip. 


Camilo nodded happily, snuggling into the hug. He loved hugs and snuggles and the family 
was happy to provide them. 


Felix greeted Mirabel as well and drew her and Bruno over towards his friends where he was 
at least safe from the suspicious glares. Felix didn’t tolerate idiots as friends. 


The others called out greetings as well so that Camilo knew they were there. He’d met them 
over the month he’d been with them but he was still pretty shy. 


They were pouting because that meant they couldn’t babysit yet. Diego especially. In all 
honesty, they’d been the most supportive of the adoption besides Felix’s parents. 


“What have you three been up to?” he asked them. 


Mirabel jumped into a rambling explanation of what they’d been doing with Camilo adding a 
couple of things now and then. He was gaining confidence in speaking very slowly but they 
were being patient. 


“And visited mami cart!” Mirabel declared. 
“Smell nice,” Camilo said. 
“Your Tia s food smells very nice,” Felix agreed. “You two behaving for your Tio?” 


Both four-year-olds nodded and he pressed a kiss into Camilo’s hair before setting him down 
next to Bruno, guiding his hand to the man’s ruana for him to grip. 


“Gracias for taking care of them,” Felix said to his cuñado who shuffled his feet nervously. 
“I don’t mind...” 
“Heading back for their nap soon?” 


Bruno nodded and Felix patted his shoulder in thanks again. The trio walked off after a little 
more talking and Felix got back to work. 


Pepa returned home in the middle of nap time. The farmers had irritated her today and she’d 
left early after nearing striking one with lightning. They were still complaining about that 
hurricane and she still didn’t care. 


The village needed to learn to leave her hermano and ninos alone. 


She smiled softly to herself as she stood in the nursery doorway. Camilo and Mirabel were 
curled up together on the bed and fast asleep while Bruno watched over them. 


He looked up as she walked in. 

“Gracias hermano,” she murmured. 

“De nada,” he whispered. “They’re... very sweet.” 

“They love you,” she told him simply, squeezing his shoulder gently. 


He still looked shocked whenever someone told him that. Pepa was doing her best to tell him 
more often. 


“You're a good Tio,” she told him, bending down to kiss his forehead. 


One day she hoped he believed her when she said that. 
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Camilo squealed as he swung between Pepa and Felix, Dolores holding Felix’s other hand. It 
warmed their hearts that he trusted them enough that he wasn't even a little scared to swing 
like this, relying on them not to let go. 


They never would of course. 


The family was out in the village on a shopping trip but the parents had a special place in 
mind as a surprise for their niños. They finished up the usual shopping before heading to a 
quieter part of the village. Dolores looked curious as they headed to a specific store. 


Pepa called out a greeting as they walked into the pet shop. 
"Hola Juan!" 


"Pepa!" Juan called back happily. "So glad you could make it today. And these are your niños 
then?" 


Camilo cocked his head as he listened, no doubt hearing all the animals too. 


"We're at the pet store Cami," Felix told him. "This is the owner, Juan. Juan, this is Camilo 
and Dolores." 


"Nice to meet you niños," he said cheerfully. 


The two gave timid waves, still shy and wary around new people. Camilo edged closer to 
Pepa and held onto her dress tightly. 


"Do they know?" Juan asked. 

"It's a surprise," Felix said excitedly, gaining a confused look from Dolores. 
Juan clapped his hands. "Great! Give me one moment. Who first?" 

"Oldest first I think," Felix decided. 


Pepa picked up Camilo and settled him on her hip as Juan rushed off to fetch what they'd 
already organised. 


"Wha-" Camilo frowned in concentration. He'd been really working on his words lately. 
"What's... happening?" He asked slowly and Pepa kissed his forehead and whispered praise 
for doing so well. 


"We brought you and Dolores here to give you presents," she explained as Juan reappeared. 


"Pres'nts?" He asked excitedly, perking up. 

"Si, presents," she confirmed. 

"Presents," he said more slowly and clearly. 

"My smart little hijo," she whispered to him, gaining a bright smile from him. 


Honestly, Camilo learned so much better with a little encouragement and praise. He was so 
much more confident in his words now. 


Juan came over to Dolores and asked her to hold out her hands which she did after a quick 
glance at Felix 


The store owner gently placed what he was carrying in her hands and Dolores' eyes widened 
when she found herself holding a tiny kitten. 


“Oh...” she breathed, moving her hands to hold it better automatically. She couldn’t seem to 
take her eyes off the little animal. 


Felix crouched down next to her while Pepa told Camilo what the surprise was in a quiet 
voice. 


“We thought you and Cami might like some company when we’re working,” he explained. 
“Animals can be great friends and this little girl is yours if you want her. We’re going to 
spend a bit of time here and you don’t have to decide today. You can think about it and you 
can say no too, remember that okay?” 


She looked up to stare at him. “You remembered I like cats?” she whispered. 


His expression softened. “Of course we did mija. We listen to everything you say. We always 
will.” 


She stared at him for a long moment. “She’s mine now,” she said. “I’m not giving her back.” 
Felix barked out a laugh and Pepa grinned. 
“She’s all yours Dolores. You’ll just need to think of a name,” Felix told her. 


The little girl looked thoughtful as she cuddled the little animal who seemed pretty happy in 
the gentle hold. 


“Kitty?” Camilo asked curiously and Pepa brought him closer. 

“Be gentle,” she reminded him as she set him next to his hermana. 

Pepa guided his hand up while Dolores lowered the kitten enough that he could reach her. 
"Soft," Camilo said as he very carefully petted the animal. 


"Si, I'll name her Evita," she decided. 


"That's a beautiful name," Pepa told her and Dolores smiled down at the kitten when it 
mewed softly. 


"Cami's turn," Felix said as Juan reappeared with a white puppy. The little thing was more fur 
than dog and they'd talked in depth with the man over what they wanted. 


The puppy would grow into a fairly big dog and it would hopefully help with protection for 
Cami after all the bullying. He was also the smartest dog Juan had and was already being 
trained. 


Dogs could be taught to help people who were blind according to the books they'd read and 
they'd talked to Juan about the possibility. It was a bit of trial and error but they were 
tentatively hopeful that the puppy could grow to help Camilo. Even if the animal didn't 
though, he would still be a good companion for the boy to have. 


Juan set the pup down in front of Camilo and Pepa gently guided her hijo's hand over to him. 


Camilo let out a little gasp as he touched the fur and immediately reached out with his other 
hand too. 


"Fluffy!" He exclaimed as the pup wriggled happily at the attention, moving closer to 
Camilo. 


"He's a white puppy, Cami," Felix explained. "And he's very fluffy." 

They'd picked the fluffier dog on purpose for this reason. 

The puppy twisted to lick at Camilo's hands and he giggled at the feeling. 

"We're going to spend some time with him," Felix said. "So you can see if you like him." 


About ten minutes later, Camilo was happily latched onto the pup and had declared that his 
name was Fluffy. 


Pepa and Felix smiled as they watched Dolores cuddle her kitten and Camilo giggled as the 
puppy licked his cheek. 


Seemed like this was a good idea after all. Animals could be good company for children and 
hopefully, this would help them with their anxiety. 


It had been a little tense when they spoke to her mama about bringing animals home, but in 
the end she'd agreed since she'd offered Isabela a pet a few months ago. The girl had refused 
with barely any hesitation since she knew she didn't want one. She was happy with her plants. 
Luisa didn't feel comfortable taking care of a pet and Mirabel had been interested before 
finding out that she'd need to bath them. She hated the smell of wet animals so she refused as 
well. 


Dolores and Camilo loved animals though so they'd been pretty sure the pair would want 
pets. They'd still been careful to make sure the two knew they had a choice though. 


Pepa didn't think they would let go of either animal for a while now and Pepa chuckled to 
herself as they helped the two pick out food bowls, beds and collars. 


Everything they chose was in the family colours and Pepa cooed over her sweet niños. 


It wouldn't have mattered if they liked other colours, she would have supported it. But she 
loved that they chose her colours and it never failed to make her smile. 


They were always meant to be theirs. She just knew it. 
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Camilo had Fluffy happily draped over his lap while his family settled in for an important 
talk. He loved his new dog and couldn't stop petting and hugging him. He was so soft and 
seemed so happy all the time. Camilo loved him. And he really helped with the nervousness 
Camilo always felt when they needed to have serious talks as a family. 


"This is nothing bad," papi reminded them. He always made sure they knew that and it 
helped. But that nervousness was always there, worrying about making a mistake and ruining 
everything. 


"We just want to talk about your birthday Cami," mami said gently. 
Camilo was surprised by that. He'd forgotten about it. 


"You're turning five next month baby," mami continued. "We wanted to know what you want 
to do." 


He frowned a little. "Do?" 


"Madrigals usually have big birthday parties," papi explained when Dolores also made a 
questioning noise. She wasn't talking much today. It was a quiet day for her. "Do you want a 
big party? Or something small?" 


"What happens... at a party?" He asked carefully. His words were so much better now and 
his parents were always saying that they were proud of him. It made him feel warm and try to 
talk more since it made them so happy. 


"Well the village is usually invited. There's music, dancing and lots of food," mami 
explained. 


"Fun?" 


"The parties are usually very fun," papi told him. "But there's a lot of people at them and we 
want you to be happy on your birthday. It's your day Cami and we'll do what you want." 


He was quiet for a moment, petting Fluffy to help the nervousness. 


"Think?" He asked. 


"You want to think about it?" Mami asked and he nodded. "Of course Cami. It's why we're 
asking so early. And if you have any questions you can always ask. Remember that." 


He nodded again, relaxing. His mami always knew what to say to help. 


They talked for a little bit more, their parents checking on them like they always did. Camilo 
loved the attention and how much love he heard in their voices. 


Dolores was the only one who loved him for a very long time. 


In the end, Camilo decided that he wanted to try a party. The others said that it was lots of fun 
and he was curious. The siblings had never been to a party ever in their lives. 


So, after getting his parents to promise that they'd be there the whole time, Camilo told them 
that he wanted a party. 


Which led to the big day and Camilo's excited nervousness. He was in his room with Fluffy 
brushing against his legs while his mami helped him get ready. Dolores was with their papi 
and the rest of the family, doing the decorations and everything. They'd even let him pick the 
colours for everything despite him not really remembering colours all that well. 


He'd asked for lots of yellow though. 


Now he was getting ready for the party in new clothes. The shirt was covered in embroidery 
that he loved running his fingers over and all the clothes were comfortable. All the things his 
parents got were like this. Like they'd been picked specifically for him. 


It always made him smile. 
"Don't you look smart mijo," mami said, a smile in her voice. 


Camilo couldn't help but smile at the words. His parents always made him feel warm with 
their praise. They made him feel like he wasn’t broken or anything that the other kids and 
villagers had said. 


“Look good?” he asked, pleased with how well the words came out. 


“Very good,” mami said, brushing his hair back. He’d figured out that she did that to make 
sure that people could see his eyes. His parents never tried to hide them and that made it easy 
to leave the blindfold in the past. 


If his parents liked his eyes, then why should he hide them? 
“One last thing,” his mami said softly and he cocked his head. 


She tapped his nose, something she usually did when she wanted him to stay still for 
something, and he could hear her move away across the room and towards his bed. 


Camilo waited patiently, reaching down to pet Fluffy who stuck his nose into the boy’s hand. 
He straightened up again when he heard his mami'’s footsteps coming closer. He’d learned all 
the family’s footsteps. They all sounded different. Mami 5 were quick and sharp. Papi's were 
also quick but were heavier. Dolores walked so quietly that he had to really listen if she 
wasn’t walking louder on purpose. 


Isabela made a swishing noise with her dress, especially when she was walking fast. Mirabel 
ran almost everywhere and her steps were really light. Luisa’s were steady and rhythmic. Tia 
Julieta had soft and steady steps while Tio Agustin sounded like he was stumbling a lot. 


Tio Bruno was also quiet. Camilo usually realised it was him from the soft squeaks of his rats 
and the sound of sand falling. 


Dolores had been working really hard to make sure that Evita didn’t eat Tio 5 rats... 


“T’ve got a surprise for you Cami,” his mami spoke, drawing him out of his thoughts. “Your 
first birthday present.” 


Camilo perked up. He loved getting presents. They always made him feel so special. He still 
got a bit shy when he got them but he was always excited. 


Mami asked him to hold his hands out and something soft was gently put in them. It felt like 
material and he made a happy noise when he felt the embroidery on it. 


“What?” he asked curiously. 


“It’s a yellow ruana,” she answered, getting an excited gasp from him. “You said you wanted 
one. So I made you this one for your birthday.” 


Camilo held the piece of clothing close and bounced in place. “Ruana!” 
“Do you want help putting it on?” 


Camilo nodded eagerly and stood still as she took it back. She settled it over his head and on 
his shoulders. He immediately reached out, delighted by the feeling of the material on his 
arms. 


“How’s it feel mijo?” mami asked as he patted at it. 


“Like a hug!” he declared happily, wrapping his arms around his middle and giggling when 
she pulled him into a hug. 


“Do you like it?” she asked, that smile in her voice again. 
Camilo nodded eagerly. “Love!” 


The words were a little more difficult when he was so excited but his parents never got mad 
when he gave one-word answers. 


They were the best parents. And now he had a ruana from his mami! 


This day was already amazing. 


“I’m glad you like it baby,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to his forehead. “Are you ready to 
go down to the party?” 


Camilo was still a tiny bit nervous about the party, but he felt a lot better now. The ruana was 
like a permanent hug from his mami and he found himself nodding. She moved to stand, 
taking his hand in hers and Fluffy moved to stand on his other side, brushing against his arm. 
Camilo ran his free hand over the puppy’s fur, practically vibrating with excitement. 


He didn’t need to be scared of the village being at the party. His family would keep him safe. 


They always would. 
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The first thing Camilo learned about parties was that they were loud. The second thing he 
learned was that there were a lot of people. Someone was always holding his hand though so 
he didn't get overwhelmed by it all. 


His mami kept him close in the beginning, taking him to the snack table since he was hungry. 
His Tia had made all his favourite food and he asked for an arepa immediately when his 
mami told him the options. 


There was lots of food and lots of music and when he got used to it he started to have fun. 

His family was always there. Dolores walked with him when mami was busy. His papi picked 
him up and tossed him in the air, making Camilo squeal. Isabela tucked nice-smelling flowers 
into his hair. Luisa gave him a big hug and everyone said happy birthday. Mirabel even got 
him to dance! 


His mami had taught him a little about dancing and even though it was really hard, he 
managed to do the really easy ones. Mirabel was super happy about that and wanted to dance 
with him a lot. 


Fluffy was never far away either and Camilo only had to hold out a hand for a wet nose to be 
pushed into his palm. It really helped when he felt a little lost or unsure. Fluffy was the best 
present ever. Right up there with his ruana! 


Bad things always tried to take the good away though. 


Camilo and Mirabel stumbled off the dancefloor after spinning too much, giggling over the 
fun they had. They’d bumped into a lot of people but Mirabel didn’t let him worry about that 
as she insisted on spinning faster. 


She didn’t let go as they stumbled and almost fell and Camilo couldn’t remember feeling this 
happy. It startled him when a familiar voice spoke and he fell silent immediately, hunching 
his shoulders a little to look smaller. 


Hugo. 


"Think you're so special now, freak?" 


Camilo held on tighter to Mirabel’s hand. Hugo had always been mean but the little boy was 
a lot more scared of him after what happened in the village. 


"Hey! Go away!" Mirabel snapped at him. "You can't be mean to my primo!" 
"He's not your primo," Hugo sneered. "He's just a dumb blind boy who can't do anything." 


"Well you're just a dumb mean boy!" Mirabel said, fearless in a way that Camilo admired. 
"And he is mi primo," she huffed. "Just cause you say he isn't, doesn't mean it's true. Mi 
familia makes that decision. And you're not mi familia." 


Camilo knew it was coming but it still hurt when Hugo pushed him over. He landed hard 
while Mirabel made an outraged sound. 


Then he heard a growl and Hugo yelped. 
"That dog bit me!" He said in shock. 


Camilo reached out to hold onto Fluffy's fur when he licked the little boy's cheek in comfort. 
Fluffy bit Hugo? 


"Good!" Mirabel snapped. "You deserve that!" 
Hugo started to say something but cut off at the sudden rumble of thunder. 


Camilo automatically held his arms out and seconds later his mami swept him up into her 
arms. She pressed a kiss to his cheek before addressing Hugo. 


"Get out." 
"W-what?" Hugo sounded shocked at the words. 


"You only got to come to the party because your guardians said that you'd behave. You didn't 
behave, so get out." 


"But-" 


"You think you can stay at Camilo's birthday party after bullying him again?' She asked in 
irritation. "You haven't learned your lesson yet, so get out." 


"I'll escort him out," Isabela spoke from behind them and Hugo squeaked. 
"Gracias Isa," his mami said. "Come on Mira, let's go get some food into you two." 
Mira cheered and ran ahead as his mami started walking away. 

"Are you okay Cami?" She asked softly. 


Camilo nodded. "Little sore," he said, patting his lower back. "Fluffy bite him?" 


"Si, Fluffy bit him," she confirmed. "It's not a bad bite. He's still got little puppy teeth. But he 
wanted to protect you." 


"Fluffy good." 
"Si," she agreed and he could hear her smile in her voice. "Fluffy is very good." 
Camilo settled in her arms and ate the arepa she gave him happily. 


Even with something bad happening, he was still enjoying the party. He loved having his 
family there and he really liked the music even if it made it a little difficult to hear. 


He was having a lot of fun. 

So it was really confusing when the music suddenly faltered and everyone started gasping. 
Camilo frowned, leaning a little into Dolores' side as her grip tightened on his hand in shock. 
"lores?" He asked worriedly. Fluffy was leaning against his legs. "Wha'?" 


"I-I don't know," she whispered. "Our door... it's glowing." 


Bruno leaned against the railing in shock. He hadn't intended to come out of his room today, 
planning to wish Camilo and give him his present when everyone was gone. 


But a surprise vision had sent him rushing out of his room. 


The party was in full swing and he could see Camilo holding Dolores' hand near the middle 
of the crowd. 


The rest of the family was scattered around and it looked like Isabela was giving a specific 
group of kids the stink eye. He thought they might have been the bullies that had hurt Camilo 
and Dolores before. 


His eyes eventually found Pepa who also spotted him, jaw dropping a bit when she realised 
that he was out of his room during a party. 


But the vision tablet in his hand was what drew him out here and he looked toward Camilo 
and Dolores' door almost unwillingly. He could already see the beginning of the familiar 
golden glow seeping out of the wood. 


Pepa must have followed his gaze since a shocked rumble of thunder sounded faintly above 
the noise. 


It was as if the magic had been waiting for her to look since at that moment the door lit up 
brightly with a brilliant golden light, bringing the party to a stumbling halt. 


Bruno stared at the door in mute shock. 


Well, this was going to cause a stir. 


He looked down at the vision again, taking in the image of two niños reaching for two 
separate doors. 


It was only going to get more dramatic from here. 
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“Mami?” Camilo asked in confusion. Dolores had gone quiet from shock he thought and 
everyone was whispering very loudly. It hadn’t taken long for their mami to hurry over to 
them, running her fingers through Camilos’ hair before picking him up. 


“T think...” she took a deep breath before she continued. “I think your Abuelo wants to give 
you a present tonight Cami.” 


He cocked his head. A present? 
“How about we go and check?” she asked. 
“kay,” he agreed. “‘lores come too?” 


Dolores gave a soft squeak and reached up to pat his arm. That was a yes so he was happy 
with that. It was freaking him out a little how it had gone so quiet and everyone was 
whispering. 


“It’s your door Cami,” his mami said. “The door of Dolores’ and your room.” 
“Walk,” Camilo said firmly. It was easy to find his room. 


Mami put him down immediately and he heard Casita clatter her tiles and headed that way. 
Everyone was still whispering when his walking stick hit the bottom stair. He was much 
better at stairs now so he didn’t wait for Dolores to offer help as he grabbed the railing and 
started climbing. 


At the top, he stopped and waited until he felt his mami'’s hand in his hair again. 


“You did so well,” she murmured and he beamed at the words. He was much better at moving 
around Casita now. 


He felt her take his hand but before they started moving there was more gasping from the 
crowd and his mami. 


He made a curious noise and it was his papi who answered. He must have caught up with 
them. 


“Your door, um, split Cami. There’s two doors. I think... I think Dolores is getting a present 
tonight as well.” 


That made Camilo happy since Dolores was the best hermana and deserved all the presents 
in the world. 


Dolores just gave another shocked squeak. 


Pepa stared at the two glowing doors where there’d only been one last she looked. Was this 
actually happening? It looked identical to every other time that someone had received a Gift 
in the family. 


She looked to her side as Felix took Dolores’ hand. The ten-year-old seemed to be in shock. 
She was old enough to understand what was happening. To know what this meant while 
Camilo didn’t really know yet. He was only curious about a present he could be getting. 


Pepa looked down at Camilo again. Her brave little boy who threw his all into everything he 
did. She’d noticed the expressions of shock in the crowd when he made his way up to his 
room without any help from them. They hadn’t believed that he could do that but he’d shown 
them how wrong they were. 


Her niños were getting Gifts. 


And suddenly... that didn’t seem so shocking anymore. They were her babies. She loved 
them with everything in her. Why wouldn’t they get Gifts? They were Madrigals after all. 


“How about we go check this out?” she suggested softly to Camilo who was distracted with 
petting Fluffy again. The dog was constantly glued to his side and he was honestly amazing 
with Camilo. 


As he tilted his head and nodded, she caught sight of Evita slinking over to Dolores and 
rubbing against her leg until she picked the kitten up. Even though the animal wasn’t a fan of 
crowds and had been hiding all day, she’d come out when Dolores was overwhelmed. 


Those pets had been one of their best decisions it seemed. 
“You ready Dolores?” Felix asked quietly. 
Dolores cuddled Evita for a moment before nodding hesitantly. 


They both led the pair over to their doors, picking which door was for who based on which 
side their bed had been on inside. 


“Just reach out and touch the doorknob,” Felix told them gently, squeezing Dolores’ hand 
before letting go. 


Pepa rested her hands on Camilo’s shoulders before letting go as well. He already knew how 
to find the doorknob. 


Both of them stepped forward at the same time. Dolores hesitated a beat before touching the 
doorknob while Camilo ran his hand up the wooden surface to reach it. 


They grabbed it at the same time and the light was blinding as the doors brightened to the 
point they all had to close their eyes. 


Felix and Pepa were next to their niños before they could even see when the pair gasped. 
Pepa could hear Felix closing the door behind him as he swept Dolores into her new room. 
The Gift must be overwhelming her then. Their rooms were always safe spaces for them and 
tailored for their Gifts. 


She was confused for a moment as she stared down at the younger Dolores sitting on the 
floor and staring back at her with surprised brown eyes. Pepa’s eyes widened when the girl 
changed and Camilo was sitting there, looking stunned and rubbing at his eyes which were 
back to their usual hazel-green. 


She didn’t hesitate any longer as the noise from the crowd grew louder and picked Camilo up 
and hurried into his room. 


It was a shock to her as she closed the door since it was fairly dark inside. The lights were 
very low. Which made sense for a boy who didn’t need them. They were probably only there 
for her honestly, likely Casita’s work. 


“Mami?” Camilo asked as she set him down. She was still reeling from what she’d seen. Had 
he- was it- 


She knelt down in front of him and took his hands in hers. He was still rubbing at his eyes 
like they were irritated. 


“What’s wrong baby? Do your eyes hurt?” 
He shook his head. “Feels weird. I- mami?” 


She tilted his head back as he fell silent again and tried to see if he might have got anything 
in his eyes. 


“Mami, you're really pretty.” 


Pepa’s breathing stuttered as she stared at him. She was sure that his eyes were still 
unfocused, still unseeing. 


So how- 


“I saw you mami,” Camilo whispered in awe, reaching up to touch her hands which were 
cupping his cheeks. His words turned a little choppy since he was distracted. “I- it was warm 
and my body change! And then- then I see you mami.” 


Oh... she hadn’t imagined it then. That moment when the younger version of Dolores had 
looked at her. 


Shapeshifting. Camilo could shapeshift and... and he could see when he did? Was it 
possible? Her little boy was dramatic and he’d played around with Mirabel as they acted out 
stories between them. Shapeshifting wasn’t an odd Gift except for the fact that it was such a 
visual Gift. It wouldn’t really help Camilo. 


Unless it changed something. Unless he quite literally gained new eyes, a new body and 
nervous system, when using the shapeshifting. 


For a moment, Camilo had another body. 
And he could see. 


She hurriedly pushed away the initial excitement. She needed to figure this out before the rest 
of the family and village got involved. She knew firsthand that Gifts often came with 
downsides. They weren’t perfect or infallible. They used energy and tired a person out. They 
could be overused and cause painful or annoying side effects. 


This could be amazing, this could give Camilo something that should never have been taken 
away from him. But it could be dangerous. Despite them calling it a Miracle, it wasn’t all- 
powerful. As an example, Mirabel still needed her glasses and could barely see without them. 
If the magic could just take away blindness, it would have. The fact that it didn't told her all 
she needed to know. 


Pepa took a deep breath. He’d said his eyes felt weird. That might be because it was the first 
time but it could suggest that using it was a strain. 


“Okay,” she murmured. “Cami, I need you to listen very carefully now.” 


He immediately went still and cocked his head in that way that she knew he was listening 
closely. 


“Abuelo gave you a Gift Cami. Magic like I have.” 
He gasped softly at the words but didn’t interrupt. 


“But there’s something very important that you need to know about the magic baby. So I’m 
going to give you a quick lesson and it’s super important, okay? I need you to listen and 
remember this forever.” 


He nodded seriously, brow scrunched in that adorable way it got when he was concentrating 
very hard. 


“The Gifts are like a muscle,” she started. “You’ve got lots of muscles in your body right?” 
He nodded. “And when you use them too much, they start to hurt.” 


“Run too much?” he said. 
“Sí, like when you run too much. Your legs hurt right?” 


He nodded again. 


“The Gifts are the same. There’s two types. We call them passive and active Gifts. Your Tia 
has a passive Gift. It works any time she cooks right? She doesn’t turn it on or off. It’s always 
on. It doesn’t take a lot of energy from your Tia, but it still takes a little. Your Tia gets very 
tired if she’s in the kitchen too long and it’s because of her Gift. She puts a little magic in all 
her food and that magic comes from her. Understand?” 


He gave a hesitant nod. “Always on. Like Luisa?” 
Pepa couldn’t help smiling. He was such a clever boy. 


“Si, like Luisa. My Gift is also like that. I’m always connected to the weather. But it only 
takes energy when I’m really emotional. Like when I get angry and make big storms. I get 
tired faster. Make sense?” 


He nodded again. “You sleep when you cry lots too,” he said. “Don’t like it when you cry.” 
She couldn’t help pressing a kiss to his forehead now. He was such a sweetheart. 


“Okay, now active Gifts. Your Tio Bruno has an active Gift. Because he can turn his on and 
off. And it’s a really big Gift, so it takes a lot of energy to use. And if he uses it too much, 
then it can hurt. Like when you run too much.” 


Camilo’s expression lit up with realisation. 

“Headaches.” 

“That’s right. Those headaches your Tio gets are from using his Gift too much.” 
“Isa?” he asked in concern. 


“Sí, she’s also got an active Gift. Isabela gets aches in her body if she uses hers too much. 
And I’m telling you all this because I think your GIft is also an active one Cami.” 


“Turn on and off?” 


“Si, I think you have shapeshifting. You can turn into other people. You turned into Dolores 
earlier.” 


She’d looked younger so Pepa assumed that’s what she looked like when Camilo last actually 
saw her. 


Camilo looked awed at that. “Look like other people?” 
Pepa took a deep breath. “Sí, and I think you can see when you do it.” 
Now he went still again. “Magic... fix?” 


Pepa’s heart just broke. 


“This is very, very important Cami,” she murmured, gathering him close in a hug. “So listen 
very closely. You are not broken. You don’t need to be fixed. This is just another thing you 
can use to help you. Like your walking stick or Fluffy. This can help you. But it’s not a fix. 
Even when you use your Gift, you’re still blind baby. And that’s okay. We all love you 
regardless of that. We love you as you are. So it’s nice that your Gift might let you see. But 
that’s not super important. You will still be blind. And you will be okay. You are such a smart 
little boy and you showed all the villagers that tonight. You went up to your room without 
any help, remember? Being blind won’t ever go away Cami, and I’m so sorry. It’s not fair. 
But you are not broken. You don’t need to be fixed. Don’t ever let anyone make you think 
you do. You are perfect to me baby. To everyone in this family.” 


She wiped the tears that were sliding down his cheeks away. 
“No! br’ken?” he asked, words slipping again as he got emotional. 


“You’re not broken baby. You are my sweet, clever, perfect hijo and I love you as you are. 
With or without magic. Do you understand?” 


He leaned forward to hug her, nodding against her shoulder. 
“Don’ nee’ fix,” he whispered, sounding awed. “No! br’ken.” 


She pressed a kiss into his hair and held him close. “The magic is something nice to help you. 
But don’t use it too much Cami, por favor,” she murmured. “You don t need it. It’s nice to 
have but you don’t need it.” 


He nodded again. “Like w’lkin’ stick. Use wh’n need?” 


Pepa smiled softly. “Sí, you use it when you need to. And when you want to. You’ ll need to 
practice as well. You can’t use it lots from the beginning. It’s like a muscle remember?” 


“Ex-er-cise,” he said slowly. 

“Exactly. You need to exercise it. Practice with it.” 
“But no need,” he said. 

“Si, you don’t need it.” 


She relaxed a bit at the firm tone in his voice. She remembered her own excitement when she 
got her Gift. As a five-year-old, you don’t really think about limits and don’t stop until you 
literally pass out. That happened to Bruno many times in their childhood. She didn’t want 
that to happen to Camilo. And she didn’t want him to rely on it too much. He needed to learn 
to navigate the world without relying on magic to make it easier. 


While she wished her hijo didn’t have to lose his sight at all, it was still their reality. And it 
would be very bad for him if he ignored that and tried to use his Gift to fill the gap. 


She really hoped that he took her words to heart. But she also didn’t want to squash his 
excitement over the Gift. He still deserved to find joy in it. They just had to make sure that he 


learned to balance it. 


“Okay Cami,” she murmured, moving him so that he was sitting in front of her again. “Do 
you want to try using it now?” 


He looked a little uncertain and she understood that. Figuring out how to use the Gift was 
always a bit confusing in the beginning. 


“Remember what it felt like when you changed earlier? Try that again. And try and feel if 
your eyes hurt too. Be careful, okay Cami?” 


He nodded again and took a deep breath. A moment later, his form shifted and that young 
version of Dolores was sitting in front of her. Camilo’s eyes snapped up to Pepa’s face and 
she could have burst into tears when she truly processed what was happening. 


Her baby could see her. He knew what his mami looked like now. Briefly, it wasn’t 
permanent. But he could see her. He could imagine her in his mind now. It truly was a Gift. 
He’d no doubt get a lot of fun out of it when he got the hang of it and getting to see, however 
briefly he could use it for, was still an amazing thing. 


A moment later, Camilo shifted back, rubbing his eyes again. “Feels weird,” he mumbled. 
“Does it hurt?” 

He shook his head. “Like... like pick heavy up. Arms burn.” 

She nodded to herself, that made sense. 


Camilo reached out and tugged on her dress. “Mami? You're really pretty,” he said earnestly. 
“Super pretty.” 


Pepa swept him up in a hug and let the tears fall silently down her cheeks. She wasn’t sure if 
this Gift was good or not yet. But it did all sorts of things to her heart to hear that quiet joy in 
his voice. 


She’d make sure that this was a good thing. She’d teach him to be careful, she’d make sure 
that he knew it was an aid like his walking stick was. 


And she’d be damned if anyone in this village tried to interfere with that. This Gift was 
Camilo 5. 


It wasn’t for anyone else. 
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Camilo was happy to cuddle into his mami 5 hug and giggled when she pressed kisses all over 
his face. He was still trying to understand everything that had happened. 


He had magic. That was a huge and shocking thing. And his mami had been so serious when 
telling him about it. 


It made him happy that she never treated him like he was stupid but also didn't get annoyed 
when he didn't understand something. She made him feel like it was okay not to know 
something yet. 


He was going to be remembering what she said forever though since it was very important to 
her. 


He didn't need the magic. He didn't even need his eyes. His family loved him like he was and 
they didn't want him to change that. They were happy that he could see sometimes, but he 
didn't need to to be loved. 


That security made him much more confident in his place in the family. 


"How about we go check on your hermana?" His mami said after a moment and he nodded 
quickly. 


Dolores deserved magic since she was the best so he hoped she got some too. 

"Now let's see," mami muttered as she stood up. "Your room looks very different and- oh." 
Camilo cocked his head as he held onto her dress. "I wonder..." 

She trailed off. 


"Mami?" His parents never minded if he asked questions. They weren’t like the orphanage 
people who thought he was dumb for asking. 


"There's an extra door in here," she explained. "Let's go to the main door so you know where 
it is, okay? This room is very different from your bedroom before. We’ll come and explore it 


later though, okay? Magic rooms are usually very different from non-magic ones so it’ll be 
an adventure." 


He nodded happily as she took his hand and walked with her. He knew the other rooms were 
really amazing. His mami 5 felt almost like it was outside with the weather. Isabela’s had so 
many plants and smelled really good. He got a magic room too? He wondered what it was 
like? He was excited to find out. 


When he reached out for the door when they stopped, he was surprised. 
"Warm," he told his mami. 
Like his parents' door was. Like all the other magic doors. 


"It is," she agreed and he could hear the smile in her voice. He liked it better when she was 
happy. 


She led him along the right wall and then right again when they reached the corner. After a 
few seconds, he felt another door. This one wasn't warm like the other one. 


“There’s another room at the back of the room that’s for your bathroom I think. Let’s see 
what this one is for?” 


He bounced in place a bit as she opened the door. Camilo was startled by how quiet it was on 
the other side. The quiet beyond the door was... different and made him cock his head as he 
tried to figure it out. 


"Cami?" Dolores asked from inside and he grinned. 
"lores!" He exclaimed. 


"Easy Cami," his papi said, voice soft. "Dolores got magic you see." He was excited to hear 
that his hermana did also get magic. "She can hear really, really well now. So can you talk 
softly?" 


Camilo nodded quickly. Dolores had taught him to be quiet long ago. He could do it again. 


He let go of his mami’ hand and walked carefully over to her. It felt like there was a really 
thick carpet on the floor and he didn’t want to trip by accident. 


"Almost there Cami," his papi murmured when he hesitated. He got a little nervous in new 
rooms. A few steps further and Dolores caught his hand and pulled him into a hug. 


Camilo snuggled into her arms and made a happy noise. 
"Her hearing?" Mami asked softly. 
"She got overwhelmed by all the noise outside," papi explained. "And Cami?" 


Mami let out a soft laugh. "He's our pequeño camaleón." 


Dolores gave a questioning hum and Camilo grinned. 


"Look, look!" He insisted, keeping his voice down. He squirmed out of the hug and scooted 
back a little. 


He concentrated on that warm feeling from before and heard his papi and hermana gasp 
when he changed. 


He was smiling widely when he met Dolores' gaze. Her eyes widened as she realised just 
before he let the magic go. It made his eyes feel all weird but that was probably cause he 
never used them. 

He was going to be careful like his mami told him though. 


"Cami-" Dolores gasped. 


"Long hair," he said, reaching out to her hair which was neatly held out of her face with a 
bow. "Pretty." 


She made a strange, strangled noise. 

"What?" His papi whispered. 

"Cami can shapeshift," mami said. "A whole new body. And new eyes." 

Papi inhaled sharply while Dolore suddenly yanked him into a hug. 

"I already told him he doesn't need it. It's like his walking stick or Fluffy." 

"Help," Camilo said. "Cause don't need fix." 

"That's right," mami sounded proud and it warmed Camilo more than the magic did. 
Papi suddenly hugged both of them and Dolores squeaked in shock. 


"Mi ninos," he whispered. "You be careful with your gifts, but also enjoy them. They're 
yours. No one else's." 


Camilo squirmed in the hug a bit. "Wanna see papi!" He whined. 


He heard the man laugh before he loosened his hug enough that Camilo could twist towards 
him and shift. 


His papi had a really big smile that made Camilo want to smile too. 
"This is incredible," he murmured as Camilo shifted back. "Your papi wants to protect them." 
"What?" Mami sounded confused and Camilo cocked his head to listen. 


"Now if Cami needs to, he can see where he is if he's in trouble. And Dolores can hear any 
trouble and hear Cami if he needs help." 


Dolores gasped softly. 
"I can hear his heartbeat," she whispered. 


"See?" Papi said before speaking to them directly. "Your Abuelo is telling everyone that 
you're Madrigals and he's given you Gifts to keep you safe." 


Their Abuelo? 

"Oh," mami breathed. 

Camilo heard her soft footsteps as she came closer and moments later she joined the hug. 
"You'll keep each other safe hmm?” She asked softly. “And be careful with your magic too?" 
"Always," Dolores answered immediately, pulling Camilo closer again. 

"Careful," he agreed. 

“But don’t forget to have some fun,” Papi told them. 


Camilo felt his mami run her fingers through his hair. “Your Gifts are yours,” she whispered, 
a weird tone to her voice. “No one can tell you what to do with them.” 


“The village?” Dolores asked quietly. 


That made Camilo remember that the family always helped the village, especially if they had 
magic. So were they going to do that too? That thought made him nervous. The village didn’t 
seem to like him much. 


Mami was quiet for a moment before answering. “They never helped you. They weren’t nice 
to you. So they don’t get to make you help them if you don’t want to. You can say no. You 
can always say no. And I’Il make sure that they listen.” 


“Pepi...” Papi murmured and trailed off. 


“The village has no right to ask for favours when they never bothered to help them,” mami 
said sharply. 


“I know,” papi said gently. “I just wanted to say that both of us will make sure they can say 
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no. 


Camilo leaned against Dolores. He could say no. That was an easy word. If his parents 
wanted him to say no when he didn’t want to do something, then he would. 


“Say no,” he said firmly and his mami laughed softly. 
“Sí,” she said softly. “You say no.” 


He could do that. He nodded and wondered why they sighed in relief. No was a super easy 
word. 


“Cake?” he asked after a moment of silence and now both of them laughed. Dolores pulled 
him close and cuddled him for a moment before letting go. 


“Let’s go get your birthday cake,” Mami said. “You’ve been waiting long enough for it.” 
Camilo cheered and held out his arms so that she’d pick him up. 


He got magic and he was getting cake now. This birthday was the best. 
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The village and family were left reeling by the events of Camilo's birthday. They were all 
struggling to come to terms with the fact that children not related by blood had received 
magical Gifts like all the others had. 


It didn't make sense to them. 


Meanwhile, Camilo and Dolores were adapting to their new abilities with support from their 
parents. 


It was more of an adjustment for Dolores since hers was a passive Gift that was constantly 
active. She quickly found she liked it though, beyond the sensory overload in the beginning. 
She knew exactly where everyone was and what mood they were in. She knew where Camilo 
was and if he was upset without having to see him. She knew how to avoid people she didn't 
want to be around and how to find their parents when she needed help or just a hug. She even 
knew when someone was lying. 


She loved it and it made her feel a bit more secure in leaving her room. 


Camilo was a different situation entirely since his Gift required him to actively use it. And 
when everyone found out what it was and what it did... 


That's when the arguments Pepa knew were coming arrived. 


"Shapeshifting?" Abuela asked, baffled. "That doesn't make any sense." 


The family was gathered together the next day to explain the pair's Gifts since they'd been 
focused on the party the day previous and both kids were exhausted by the end of the night. 


Explaining Dolores' was easy and the other niños had been quick to promise that they'd be 
careful not to be too loud. Isabela, Luisa and Mirabel were beyond excited that their primos 
had received magical Gifts as well. 


Camilo's was more complicated though. 


"In a way, it does," Felix said while Pepa ran her fingers through Camilo's hair. He was 
happily cuddled up in her lap, one hand playing with her braid. "He can see when he shifts." 


There were gasps around the room. 


"Mami pretty," Camilo added, getting cuddled even more closely by Pepa who was beaming. 
She hadn't really stopped smiling since the previous night. 


"That's amazing!" Isabela gushed, still being mindful of her volume. "So Cami can see now?" 


"Sometimes," Felix was quick to cut in. "It's the same as his walking stick and Fluffy. It can 
help Camilo, but he's still blind. And that's okay." 


The kids nodded in understanding while the other adults still seemed baffled. 


“He has new eyes when he uses it,” Pepa added. “But it’s still draining. Like when you use 
your Gift too much Isa.” 


Isabela nodded a bit more solemnly. She’d overdone it before and she wasn’t going to let the 
same thing happen to Camilo. She’d been in bed for a week afterwards. 


“This is all... very surprising,” Abuela said, folding her hands in her lap while she collected 
herself after the reveal. “I’m sure we can find a way for them to help the village now 
though.” 


Dolores flicked a narrow-eyed look at her and Pepa scowled. 


“Isa, Luisa, Mira, why don’t you all go play for a bit?” she suggested. “You can help Cami 
and Dolores get used to their Gifts.” 


The three girls scrambled to their feet immediately, eager to play with their primos. Isabela 
grabbed Dolores’ hand and pulled her along while Luisa took Camilo and carried him out. 


When they were sure that the kids were out of hearing range (except Dolores but there wasn’t 
anything to be done about that), Pepa rounded on her mama. 


“No,” she said sharply. “I refuse for my niños to be forced into helping the villagers after 
everything they did. They pretended that Camilo didn’t exist and made Dolores feel like she 
couldn’t be herself. Both of them are still recovering from everything they’ve been through 
and you will not be putting the burden of helping the village on their shoulders. 


“Pepa-” Abuela started, that familiar tone of scolding in her voice. 


Julieta was sitting tense as she watched the beginning of an argument while Bruno hunched 
in his seat, trying to not draw attention. He’d already been interrogated by their mamá over 
whether he’d known that the pair would get Gifts and he was still rattled from that. 


He didn’t know everything, just that they would make Pepa happy. 


“No!” Pepa said, more forceful this time. “When we adopted those two, we promised that 
we'd keep them safe. They’ve been hurt and scared for too much of their lives and I won’t let 
you take any more of their childhood from them. I remember too well how it made me feel.” 


Felix reached out to take her hand in comfort while Julieta and Bruno abruptly looked 
panicked at the turn of the conversation. 


“Excuse me?!” Abuela sounded offended now. 


“We lost any chance of a childhood when we turned five,” Pepa said harshly, squeezing 
Felix’s hand as she said the words she’d kept bottled up inside her for decades. “The moment 
we received our Gifts, we were no longer children, or even people, to you and the village. We 
were only there to make everyone’s lives easier. We came second in every situation, you 
always put the village first. I remember what that did to me. To all of us. P’ ve seen how mi 
sobrinas went through the same thing, how Isabela and Luisa aren’t allowed to be niños 
anymore. I’ve seen how anxious Mirabel gets whenever anyone mentions her upcoming Gift 
Ceremony. That’s no way for any niño to live, but they’re not mine. That’s up to Agustin and 
Julieta. Camilo and Dolores are mine though. Are Felix’s and mine. We’ve already spoken 
about this. Our niños will have a childhood and no one is going to demand that they use their 
Gifts for anyone else. Especially Camilo.” 


“We’ve spent too long rebuilding his self-esteem and convincing him that it’s okay that he’s 
blind, that it doesn’t make him any less than anyone else. His Gift is another way to help him, 
it’s not a cure or fix-it. Because he doesn’t need to be fixed. He’s perfect the way he is and 
we won’t let anyone convince him otherwise. His Gift is there to help him, not anyone else,” 
Felix added firmly. 


“We aren’t going to back down on this mama,” Pepa said softly. “And I know you don’t agree 
with us. But they are our niños. And we promised to protect them. Even from you. If you try 
and force them into anything, the Encanto will be dealing with me. And a hurricane or two. 
We won’t compromise when it comes to Camilo or Dolores.” 


The silence was tense and Pepa refused to break eye contact first. Julieta was staring down at 
her clenched hands and leaning into her husband’s hold. Bruno wasn’t looking at anyone, 
fiddling with the edge of his ruana and wishing the conversation/argument would be over 
already. 


Eventually, Alma stood up stiffly and left the room. Pepa let out a sharp sigh and left as well, 
followed by Felix. The heavy clouds outside proved how angry she was that this conversation 
had to happen at all. 


Bruno glanced up as Julieta rubbed her face. 


“Ts that really how Pepa sees it?” she asked softly. “Does she resent it that much?” she 
sounded lost. 


Bruno clenched his hands in his ruana before hurriedly standing up and rushing for the door. 
He paused at the edge of the room though and glanced back at his hermana. 


“She does,” he said quietly, gaze skittering away from hers. “She always has Juli.” He stared 
at a random spot on the wall as the words clawed at his throat. For once, he let them out. “I 
do too.” 


Julieta could only stare at the empty doorway in shock as her hermano fled to his room again. 
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Purple 
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The group of Madrigal niños piled onto the grass outside Casita, spreading out in the 
sunshine. Luisa had Camilo in her lap while Mirabel sat next to them, reaching for her primo 
and poking at him to get giggles from the boy. He was getting very good at intercepting her 
hands after the first couple. 


Dolores was sitting next to Isabela but her eyes had gone distant in a way that concerned 
them all. 


“Maybe she’s listening?” Luisa suggested softly, picking Camilo up and setting him next to 
Mirabel who latched onto her primo in a hug. 


Fluffy squirmed in between Camilo and Luisa to get close to him and snuggled close. The 
little boy absently reached out to grab hold of the dog’s fur and it was still one of the cutest 
things they’d ever seen. Most of Camilo’s attention was on his youngest prima though. 


The pair were near inseparable by now and Mirabel got restless when she couldn’t sit next to 
him or spend time with him. Camilo didn’t seem bothered by her clinginess either. He liked 
being able to tangle their fingers together and lean against his youngest prima. Aside from 
Dolores and his parents, she was the best at getting him to relax and calm down when he 
grew anxious. They could spend hours playing together, Mirabel excited but still listening 
and never ignoring it when Camilo wanted to do something. 


They were the sweetest to watch. 


Isabela nodded thoughtfully at Luisa, glancing back at Dolores who was absently petting her 
cat. She clearly wasn’t listening to them though. And it wasn’t like eavesdropping on the 
adults wasn’t something they did try to do. Casita usually stopped them though, no matter 
how much they whined and pleaded. She couldn’t do anything about Dolores’ Gift though 
and Isa grinned wickedly at the idea of all the stuff her prima could hear. 


“Does it feel different?” Mirabel interrupted her thoughts with her question. “Having magic?” 


Camilo hummed quietly, clearly thinking as he pet Fluffy with one hand. He liked having one 
hand free to gesture when he spoke though. It was so cute to watch when he got excited. ““‘s 
warm,” he said, tapping his chest. 


Isabela and Luisa both nodded in agreement. That was a pretty accurate description actually. 
Their magic was like a warm spot in their chests that never left. 


“T’m the only one left without it now,” Mirabel pouted, crossing her arms in annoyance. 


“It’s only three months Mira,” Luisa pointed out with an amused smile. Isabela couldn’t 
believe her hermanita was almost five. Time had gone by so quickly... 


Luisa’s logic didn’t stop the youngest in their group from whining about how long that was. 
You’d think three months was three years with how dramatic she was being. Camilo 
interrupted her complaining with an insistent pat on her arm, clearly having tuned out her 
complaining when he realised that she was just whining and not upset. 


“Wanna see Mira,” he said, voice a little shy. 


“Okay!” she agreed easily enough, annoyance evaporating. She scooted around so that she 
was facing him properly and waited excitedly. 


Isabela leaned forward a little. They hadn’t seen him use his Gift yet, they’d only heard about 
it from their Tia and Tio. So they were excited and curious too. What was it like? 


Isabela and Luisa were expecting him to change into the younger version of Dolores like their 
Tia Pepa had described. That wasn’t what he did though. 


Instead, he turned into a mini Pepa. 


They both thought that was the cutest thing they’d ever seen and just about melted. He was 
such a mamá s boy. Camilo would drop anything he was doing if he heard his mama arriving 
home and run for wherever he heard her. 


Mirabel started talking at high speed over how cool his Gift was while Camilo stared at her 
with wide, green eyes. Then he turned them over to Isabela and Luisa. 


It had been a while since Isabela had been struck with a feeling of insecurity but she suddenly 
found herself straightening up and wondering what he saw. He’d known her before seeing her 
which wasn’t something that had ever happened before. 


He cocked his head as he stared at her. 
“Pink?” he asked in complete (and adorable) confusion. 


“Yeah,” Luisa said, sounding amused. “What colour did you think Isa was wearing?” 


Camilo looked around the garden, clearing not remembering the name of the colour he was 
thinking of. They waited patiently until he spotted what he wanted. They were all giddy over 
the fact that he could see. Even if it was just for a little while. 

“That!” he said, pointing at a nearby flower. 

“Purple?” Isabela asked. 


Camilo nodded eagerly. He blinked a few times before shifting back to normal. The little boy 
rubbed at his eyes like they were irritated. 


“Why purple?” Isabela asked, still stuck on the random statement. 


“Dunno,” Camilo shrugged. “Bu’ Isa pretty,” he said sincerely. “Luisa and Mira too. Like 
curly,” he twisted and reached for where he guessed Mirabel’s hair was and she giggled as he 


poked her curls. 


Isabela couldn’t help but smile. He was just so genuine when he spoke that she never felt like 
she could doubt him. She smoothed a hand over her skirt, imagining what it would be like to 
wear purple. She’d never thought of it before. She’d just always had pink dresses. 


She looked at Dolores when her prima let out a quiet squeak, blinking rapidly as she focused 
on them again. 


“What’s wrong?” Isabela asked quietly, not wanting to draw attention. Luisa was watching 
Mirabel and Camilo with a warm smile as they played with each other’s hair. They were both 
completely distracted again. 


“My parents are fighting,” Dolores whispered. “With Abuela.” 


Isabela frowned. That was weird to think about. Why were they fighting? She glanced up at 
the sky, wondering when the clouds had rolled in. Tia must be upset for that to happen. 


What had happened? 
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The Best 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


By the time Mirabel's fifth birthday rolled around, Camilo and Dolores had adapted well to 
their Gifts. Dolores had become near impossible to find if she didn't want to talk to someone 
and Bruno had discovered that she also could find anyone who might be avoiding people in 
general. She visited him at least once a day, even finding his hidey-hole in the walls. She'd 
bring Camilo with her to his sand-filled room but not into the walls. It was too unstable in 
there for him. 


As for the little five-year-old, he was a chaotic menace with his Gift. He'd quickly figured out 
how to only shift his eyes which took less energy and strain than a full shift. His favourite 
thing to do now was to make his eyes the same vibrant green as his mami. 


As they decorated the house for Mirabel’s party, he alternated between shifting and not 
shifting. Generally, he only shifted when he wanted to do something that needed his eyes or if 
he wanted to see what someone was wearing or looked like. Otherwise, he still used Fluffy 
and his walking stick to make his way around. And inside Casita, he barely needed that. All 
he needed to do was say where he wanted to go and clattering tiles led the way while 
furniture and sometimes family members were moved out of the way. 


Casita had a very big soft spot for the little boy and was happy to make his life easier. 


Outside, Camilo still usually didn’t stray far from the family’s side but he had grown a lot 
more confident in moving around. 


With his parents busy for the day, Camilo was sticking near Julieta’s cart with Mirabel. She 
couldn’t help but glance over at the pair with a fond smile every now and then. They were 
practically attached at the hip now. Mirabel had adored Camilo from the beginning and he’d 
warmed up to her the fastest in the family aside from his parents. 


They really just were the sweetest when they were together. 
Julieta frowned when she noticed some boys a little older than the pair approaching them. 


“You probably won’t even get a Gift,” one of them sneered as Mirabel looked up. “That brat 
stole it. It’s the only thing that makes sense.” 


Mirabel scowled at the boy while Camilo frowned. 
“Cami didn’t steal anything. He got a Gift cause he’s a Madrigal.” 
Another boy scoffed and Julieta prepared herself to move over there to scold the group. 


“He’s not a Madrigal, he’s fake. His hermana too.” 


Camilo cocked his head before looking at the boy as his eyes flickered bright green. Then he 
stuck his tongue out. 


“Mami said ‘m a Mad-ri-gal. So I am. No one argues wit’ mami. Zap.” 


Julieta had to cover her mouth to not laugh. Zap indeed. Pepa wasn’t afraid to defend her 
nino with her Gift and a few people had learned that the hard way. 


Her hermana was very protective of both her niños and took no one’s shit. If anyone made a 
hurtful comment or tried to force either Dolores or Camilo to do something they didn’t want 
to, a storm usually followed. As much as it frustrated Abuela, Julieta was happy to see it. 


Pepa had wanted niños so badly and she’d been devastated when she and Felix hadn’t had 
any luck on that front. Julieta hadn’t seen her this happy before the adoption. 


“Shut up you useless brat,” one of the kids snarled. 


Mirabel was on her feet and her little foot hit the boy’s shin with a surprising amount of 
force. 


“Go away! No one is mean to mi primo! You’re just jealous that Cami got an awesome Gift!” 


“Mira’s gonna get the best Gift,” Camilo added, careful with his words. He was getting much 
better at speaking but he still slipped sometimes when upset so he had to focus more. 


The boy yelped and fell over, holding his shin. That’s when Julieta stepped in. 


“That’s enough,” she pinned the boys with a glare and they paled when they realised she’d 
been watching the whole time. “I’m disappointed in you boys. Bullying is a horrible thing to 
do. I think you should leave.” 


The kids fled immediately and Julieta looked at the five-year-olds. Camilo’s eyes were back 
to normal and he was rubbing at them. He was still getting used to the feeling shifting gave 
him. 


"Are you two okay?" She asked gently. 

Both nodded their heads. 

"Mean," Camilo murmured. 

"They were," she agreed. "Do you want an arepa?" 
Camilo immediately perked up at that and nodded eagerly. 
"Por favor," he said carefully. 


He was just the cutest. 


Julieta handed over an arepa to each of them and smiled as they immediately went back to 
what they'd been doing before. 


She was glad they'd become so close. She hoped it stayed that way as they grew older. 


They couldn't find Mirabel and everyone was worrying until someone thought to ask Dolores. 


"She's with Cami," she told them, cocking her head. "She was starting to stress so Cami 
distracted her." 


She showed them the pair building a tower with their blocks in Cami's room and they had to 
smile at the sight. 


"Mira," Julieta called after moment. 

Mirabel looked up and Camilo cocked his head. 

"It's time for your party to start. Are you ready?" 

She looked nervous and Camilo reached out to hug her since he was close enough. 
"Gonna be awesome," he said firmly. 


Mirabel returned the hug before scrambling to her feet and running over to Julieta to grab her 
hand. Pepa picked up Camilo and he snuggled happily into her hold. 


"Ready," Mirabel agreed. 

Julieta pressed a kiss to her forehead and smiled at her. 

"Let's go." 

Camilo focused and blinked as his eyes shifted and the world came into view. It was still 
weird to be able to see. Sometimes it felt like too much when he did it and he needed a 


moment to adjust to it again. His mami held him close though and he blinked a few times 
before focusing on what was happening. 


Mirabel was walking up to her door, clinging to Tia Julieta’s hand. She'd asked if her mami 
would walk her since his mami had walked with him. 


Camilo smiled as the door's glow brightened when Mirabel reached for it. His prima was the 
best and deserved the best. 


He closed his eyes when the glow got too bright and heard Mirabel let out a squeal of 
excitement. 


She deserved the best. And he was glad that she got it. 
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Doctor Visit 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


It was time for the annual doctor's visits for the Madrigal family which meant the clinic was a 
madhouse. Despite Julieta's Gift, they still made sure to visit the doctors regularly. Some 
family members handled it better than others. 


The visits only seemed to get more chaotic with every new member added to the family. 


Both sides of the Madrigals had their preferred doctor. Elaine had the patience and 
temperament to handle Julieta trying to backseat drive during the appointments. Meanwhile 
Julia was stubborn enough to deal with Pepa fighting half of the appointment and anything 
and everything to do with needles. 


She hated those damn things. 


This year though, she didn't argue against the visit like she always did. It was going to be her 
first visit to the doctor with her niños and scaring them was the last thing she wanted to do. 
They were already skittish of anything out of the routine they'd settled into. 


So she bit the bullet and kept her mouth shut about it for once. 


Julieta and her mama kept looking at her in disbelief as they headed into town. Felix's proud 
looks took the edge off her irritation though. They also weren’t going to Julia for once. After 
some discussion, they’d contacted the doctor who’d treated Dolores and Camilo before they 
went to the orphanage. Dolores had mentioned him a couple of times, saying that he’d said 
they needed to be kept together unless they wanted to separate. 


Since Dr Lopez had already formed some kind of positive relationship with the pair, they 
believed it would be easier for them to have the appointment with him. And also have their 
own so that the siblings felt more comfortable. 


Camilo had wanted to walk so he had a tight hold on Pepa’s hand who was warning him 
quietly if there was something he needed to step over. Fluffy trotted along beside him. The 
dog was a wonder at calming the little boy. Dolores had chosen against taking Evita since the 
cat was skittish in large crowds. She walked close to Felix, listening to Isabela who talked to 
drown out the overwhelming mix of conversations around them. 


They split up when they reached the doctors’ rooms and went to their separate appointments. 
Pepa picked Camilo up when he tugged on her dress and they walked into the room. 


Dr Lopez had a kind smile and warm eyes as he studied the niños with them. He greeted 
them cheerfully and Camilo perked up when he recognised his voice. Dolores gave a shy 
wave when he said he was glad to see them again. 


Once they were settled, he started with the questions. He already had the siblings’ files but he 
needed to update ithem. Camilo happily snuggled into Pepa’s hold and Fluffy lay down at her 
feet as they answered everything. 


Once the basics were out of the way, he got to the appointment. 
“So just a checkup?” he asked. 


“Si,” Felix confirmed. “Annual doctor’s visit for the family. Everyone’s healthy but we just 
like to make sure every year.” 


“A wise choice. I must say, it’s good to see the pair again.” 
“Dolores said that you ensured that they were kept together?” Felix asked. 
Lopez nodded. “It would have done more harm than good.” 


“Gracias, for looking out for them,” Pepa said gratefully. “I still don’t know why everyone 
was so determined to split them up.” She kissed the top of Camilo’s head, still baffled how 
anyone could consider leaving him behind. 


With some encouragement, Dolores got onto the bed so he could do her general health 
checkup. They explained her Gift to him and he made notes in the file. 


“You get headaches when it’s too loud?” He asked her. She was having a very quiet day so 
they were all sticking to yes and no questions. 


She nodded in answer, fiddling with her dress anxiously. 


“It could simply be a case of her needing to adjust but I can give you something to ease the 
severe ones. I understand Julieta’s food doesn’t solve headaches.” 


“Something that continues to frustrate her,” Felix chuckled. 


Once the girl was pronounced healthy, she quickly hopped off the bed and hurried back to 
Felix. She really didn’t like being the centre of attention unless it was from her parents. 


Pepa murmured soothingly to Camilo as she set him on the bed, promising that they were 
right there. He looked a little nervous and the doctor did his best to dispel that. 


“Hola Camilo. Do you remember me?” he asked kindly. 
“Doctor. From before,” he answered immediately. 


“That’s right. I see you’ve gotten really good with your words again. You’ ve been working 
hard, haven’t you?” 


The little boy perked up at the praise and nodded eagerly. “Reading,” he added, holding up 
his hand like he was touching braille. “For blind.” 


“Such a smart niño, ” he commented. 


“Numbers too,” Camilo added a bit more shyly. He didn’t take to the learning as 
enthusiastically as Dolores did, but he still progressed like any other niño. He was doing so 
well. 


Lopez did his checkup, explaining what he was doing for Camilo’s benefit. The boy relaxed 
after a while, growing comfortable with the situation. He was clearly growing restless 
though, swinging his legs when Lopez finished the main checkup. 


“Just one more thing Camilo,” he assured. 


He looked towards Pepa and Felix. “I’d like to check his eyes when using his Gift if that’s 
possible.” 


They exchanged a look before agreeing. 
“Baby, can you shift for a bit? The doctor wants to see your other eyes.” 


Camilo cocked his head and his eyes changed to the same bright green as hers. She couldn’t 
help but smile happily when she saw it. He could change them to any colour he wanted, but 
he always chose that green. 


Lopez looked suitably amazed when Camilo focused on him after a couple of blinks. He 
recovered quickly thankfully. 


“How does it feel when you do this? Does it hurt?” 


Camilo shook his head, squinting in displeasure when he shone the light in his eyes to check 
them. 


“Weird. But not weird like before. Better.” 


“Gifts take some adjustment,” Pepa said wryly. “I’m sure you remember the chaos when I got 
mine.” 


Lopez chuckled. “Interesting times indeed,” he agreed. 
“Mami’s best!” Camilo immediately argued and Pepa melted like she always did. 


Lopez did a few more tests before telling him that he was finished. Camilo kept up the shift 
long enough to clamber down from the table and run over to Pepa. She swept him up and 
peppered his face with kisses, telling him that he did great. 


“How long can he keep it up?” Lopez asked. 


“The longest he’s gone was an hour, but that put a strain on him. He was playing in Isabela’s 
room and he loves the plants. He pushed himself and developed a headache,” Felix 
explained. 


Camilo pulled a face. “Sore head not nice.” 
Dolores nodded sagely in agreement. 


“Well, time for the parents,” Lopez said after he made the final necessary notes and Felix 
wasn’t surprised in the least to see the cloud that appeared above his wife’s head. 


The doctor looked concerned and he chuckled. “Pepa isn’t a fan of doctor visits. Ill go first.” 
He wished Lopez luck when it was Pepa’s turn and it was probably one of the most 
interesting appointments he’d ever had. He turned out to be pretty good at dodging lightning. 


It was impressive actually. 


Once it was over, all of them declared perfectly healthy, Camilo latched onto Pepa in a clear 
attempt to chase the cloud away. He hated when she was upset about anything. And like 
every time, it worked like a charm. 


“Well, Pll be seeing you all next year,” Lopez said, walking them out since he was heading 
out anywhere. 


Dolores hurried ahead of them when she spotted Isabela who lit up at the sight of her prima. 


“Mama 5 fighting with the doctor,” she explained when Dolores looked curiously at the three 
girls just lingering outside. "Papá and Abuela are trying to stop her." 


“Why is she arguing this time?” Pepa asked in exasperation. 

Felix thanked the doctor as he left and focused on his sobrinas as well. 

“She’s got high blood pressure again. The doctor says she’s working too much.” 
“Not untrue,” Felix sighed. 

“Tia needs break?” Camilo asked in concern. 

“Si,” Luisa said, clearly stressed. 

“Make take break,” he said insistently. 

“It’s not that easy, baby,” Pepa said apologetically. 

“Make take break,” he repeated. “Everyone.” 

Isabela got a thoughtful look on her face and Dolores hummed. 

“She can’t say no to everyone,” she said quietly. 

The hermanas looked at each other and Pepa could practically see the scheming happening. 


Not her problem. 


“They’ Il be busy for a while,” Felix said. “So how about we go get lunch?” 


The niños cheered at the idea, and hurriedly stood up. Pepa told the nurse at reception where 
they were taking the girls and they headed off. 


All in all, the appointment went well. Her babies were healthy and doing much better with 
new social situations too. She was thrilled to see them doing so well and she knew they were 
only going to keep improving. They were both much stronger than most gave them credit for. 


They amazed her every single day. 
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